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FOREIGN Missions LlBBABl ^ 

PUBLI8HE)R'S INTRODUCTION. 



The two atorles oomprislng this volume 
are trus delineations ot life In Old Mexico. 
The writer of these stories has been quite 
a part of the incldeatB of the stories. 

Tbey deal in a mild spirit with the 
teachings and practices at the Catholic 
Church, and show the gradual leading out, 
by Protestant teaching, from the errors 
of the former to the clearer light as taught 
by the latter. 

We are hopeful that the circulation ot 
these stories ma; be encouraged b; all lov< 
ers of the truth, and that the Impressions 
made may lead others from darkness into 
" the glorious light Of God's truth. 
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FROM THE CRUCIFIX TO 
THE CROSS. 



CHAPTER r, 

"The Chazy Old Mosk." 
Brother Leonardo, the old priest at the 
CsUatro School, was kneeling on the cold, 
earth floor of his cell. The cell was bU 
own little room, and he was bis own 
willing prlaoner. The room was bare of 
furnishings, save a narrow Iron bedstead 
and a low wooden stand. A. "petate" (na- 
tfve mat) served as mattress, and acrosa 
this lay a coarse woolen blanket, the only 
covering. Tho walla were of adobe, the 
Itlasterlng still clinging in places. On 
tbese walls hung a few brightly-colored 
prints of some of the saints, most con- 
spicuous that o[ St. Peter, with keys sus- 
pended from hU girdle. 

In a niche in the wall stood a clay 

flguro of th« Virgin Mary, bright in blue 

and gold, with the infant Jesus In her 

(5) 
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armi. Hanglns abore Uiis Image wat a 
woDd«n crosB, upon It the pajnted flsure 
of JoBuB crucified. 

Under tliia croBB and under this Image 
kneeled the old man. Hi! voni black robe 
bad fallen from blm, revealing undergar- 
ments coarse and atiU more worn. His 
face was very thin and deeply marked by 
suffering. As he kneeldd, clasping hla 
brazen crucifix, his black sunken eyes fixed 
upon the Image before htm, he prayed. 

"O, holy Mother of Ood, have pity upon 
this feeble child of thlnel Precious heart 
of Msry, be my salTatlon!" 

Sadd«ily, there was a voice at bis door, 
a child's voice, calling, "Abre, Tlo, abre!" 
(Open, Uncle, open!) A light crept loto 
those dull eyes. The old man arose, moved 
Blovly across tbe floor, and vlthdrew the 
bolt from the door. There ^rang Into the 
room a handsome boy of about twelve yeara 
of age, straight and lithe, with the atep ol 
a Boldler and with eyes fiashlng and black. 

"Santisfma Vlrgen! How you do love 
this dark corner! Come out into the gar- 
den, Tio mio, into the sunlight and 
among the flowers:" 

The old man looked fondly Into the eyes 
of the boy and eald: 

"My beautiful, the Virgin smiled when 

thou wast bom! Sunshine, birds and flow- 

(8) 
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ere were made for tbeel But not for mel 
I ioon must lM,ve them all, but ere I go 
I muat And peace, peace for my soul!" 

"And wilt tbou And it here?" Interrupted 
tbe boy, looking about blm. 

The old man only replied by drawing the 
bo; toward him. Then he led him to the 
little Iron beditead, where togetber they 
eat a moment In alienee. 

"Uncle," began the boy, "there la a 
stranger In our town, a white man, trom 
tbe great country north of ua. As he 
walks our streets he carriee papers and 
little boiAs. We met him this morning, 
Juan and I. He held out a little paper to 
me, and I reached to take ft. but Juan 
drew me back, and told me not to t^uch it. 
The stranger did not apeak. Re only 
looked at me and smiled, and there was 
kindness In bis smile and In his face. But 
Juan hurried me on and told me tLat the 
holy father said that whoever should talk 
to this stranger, or should take aught from 
him, would be cut oft from the Holy 
Church ana his eoui forever lOBt. For thla 
Etrange-r, Juan said, Is one of those 'Prot- 
estanteH' lately come into our town." 

The old man had been llatenlng, but at 

the word "Protestante" be raised hie bead, 

and with horror In his voloe, exclaimed. 

Ay DiOB mio! And have those accursed 

(Ti 
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heretioi found our beautiful little cityT 
Have they come here to lead away our 
young and our Innocent onee? But sure- 
ly the Holy Church will not permiti Thou, 
my boy, avoid them, for they are the 
devil, and they He In wait to destroy both 
■oul and body!" 

The boy did not reply. The old niwi 
paused and seemed lost In thought At 
length the boy arose, threw hfs arms 
around his uncle's neck, saying, "Juan Is 
waiting lor me in the court, and I must 
be gming. Then, adlos, till to-morrow!" 

"My boy, my beautiful boy!" murmnred 
the old man, as the boy disappeared. "The 
Holy Virgin and the Saints protect blm! 
Save blm from the clutches of those 
devils!" 

The old monk was too well wronglit up 
to return to hla.lineeB. He could only 
walk hia floor. But at length he went to 
the little iron-grated window, the only 
^ace, save the door, wbere the aun and 
air could enter. There he stood, looking 
into the courtyard, and over the wall, into 
the street beyond. But he saw not what 
his eye rested upon. He saw not the sink- 
ing Bun was touching' with gold the dis- 
tant hilltops, the cathedral spires and even 
the old adobe walls about him, before 
leaving them in darkneae. He saw nothing 
(8) 
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ftnd kaew n&ught but hia bor, aai that ha 
was In danger. 

At last, aa the gold waa fading trom aky 
and mountain tops, the old man turned, 
drew bis cloak about him, paBsed Cbrough 
his door out Into th» r&ra. He aeated him- 
■ell on & lov bench which atood against 
the high adobe wall surrounding the build- 
ing. As be sat there, agtUn loat In 
thought, we leave him a moment to repeat 
the Btory of his life. 

Spain had taken possession of Mexico, 
and tor three hundred years her people had 
been und«r the yoke of the Church of 
Rome. Among those who had croised the 
seas from old Caatdle to seek the silver and 
the gold of the new eonntry was the htgh- 
bOTQ family of GallBtro. More than one 
generation had made their homes in the 
Capital City of Mexico, and had ever given 
freely to the Church tbelr silver and their 
gold, their sons and their daugbtsrs. 

Ignado Callstro was the flrst to break 
the family circle, and he, with his young 
hrtde, crossed the vast tablelands, the 
high mountains, and came Into the new 
and western lands of Mexico. 

Their son, Leonardo, was dedicated, trom 

InEancy, to the priesthood. SubmlsalTe by 

nature, his ^lldhood and youth were easily 

molded by Instructors of the Holy Ghnreh. 

(») 
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But not 10 his beautiful Stoter Feilclsna. 
a couple ol yean bla sentor. Her blgb 
Bpirlt chafed under the confinement of "SiB- 
ters' Schools," and for her famll7'B Bake 
Bhe waB privileged, as no other pupil, to 
go and come largely at will. 

When Feliciana was only 18 yeare of age' 
she attracted the admiration of the hand- 
eome and brave Colonel Valentino, who 
had been sent with troope from the City of 
Mexico to protect the newer townB of the 
west from the devaatatlons of mountain 
brigands and lawleu tribes of Indlane. 
The Churcb was wise enough to see a great 
gain for herself In the marriage of one of 
her favorite dau^ters to the popular 
young "Independente" and soldier, for the 
country had been passing through years of 
struggle, that terrible struggle between 
Church and State when the State, under 
its noble leader Juarez, bad come off vic- 
torious. 

Some yesw later, upon the death of the 
parents, the Galistro estates were left In 
larger part to the Oburch, tbe son and 
daughter receiving amaller sharee. Leo- 
nardo, now a young man, a little over £0 
yeare of age, had learned perfectly the first 
great commandment of the Church of Rome 
--submUBion. It was only to be expected, 

(10) 
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theo, tbat ti« yielded to taer request to dedi- 
cate to the "Hoi? Church" Ub own beau- 
tiful borne, retalulDg such, a part of It aa 
he should require. Aa a return for hla aao- 
rlllce he was promised a hl^ position In 
the Church, honor In tbla life, and hla 
soul's eternal happlnesB. 

For some rears be was happy In hla 
surrender, and In the praise of men. His 
home became the Bishop's reeidence, aad 
the young man was hlfi favored adopted 
eon. But upon tihe death of the Bishop 
the building became the training school 
for the young priests. The new Inatmctora 
required more and more of the building, 
until It became evident to Leonardo that 
the only room he could call his own waa 
the little back room In whloh we found 
him. He had finished his course of inatruc- 
tlon, and was prepared for promotion In 

But when he dared r«mlad his Ih- 
Btructors of that promise, be was brleflr 
told that the promise, as well as other con- 
ditions of the past, were no longer of value. 
And as the young man grew sad and silent 
under his disappointment, he was told that 
Bucb spirit was Insubordination. He waa- 
told that with a spirit in rebellion bla 
great gift of property even could count him 

(11) 
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nothlns, and ba must again, by otber gifts 
and otbar good deeds, gain tbe amnvbatlon 
or the Cburcb and bis soul's salvation. 

Omdually bope had gone out of bis life, 
and with It ambition. Hantlnesa, too, bad 
left blm. He cared no looger tor a place 
among men. But his troubled, wearied 
soul longed for peace, and for sucb peace 
he sought day and nlgjit, If by hunger or 
by thirst, or by cold or by solitude, or 
by prayere be might find reet and quiet for 
bis soul. His sister bad begged him to 
make his boma with her, but In vain. She 
however, sent almost dally the old servant 
Juan to minister to bis needs. But the 
food was scarcely tasted. He rmnalned 
apart from men, alone In his little room — 
scarce past tbe prime of life, yet worn, 
bent and broken, known only to men as 
the "Crazy old monk of tbe Callstro 
School." 

But lite still held one thing tor tbe old 
man, and that waa the beautiful boy 
Budolfo, bis sister's youngest child. For 
tbe daily visits of his boy the old man 
waited, aa the fevered man watches 
through the hours of the nlgbt for the 
coming day; and it was of this boy, Ru- 
dolph, that be was thinking aa be sat upon 
tbe bench against tbe old adobe walL 
Passers along the street moved near the 
(12) 
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wall, and tbt old Dan could hear tbslr 
word« it be c&oie to llatui. A tdIm aud- 
denly waked him from bli r«T«rt«a. 

" 'TlB a new doctrine, tliia atranger 
brings. A new doctrine, y«t I like It, for It 
seems the truth! He further ezplalnf to- 
night lo hU own dwelling. I care not what 
the priest may say, I go to hear!" 

"Then I will accompany thee," was the 
reply. "Wbere Uvea this atranger?" 

"On the comer of StreetsCuatro and 
Don Luis." 

The voices passed on, but the old man 
started, for, like a flood breaking Its bar- 
riers, flo rushed forth long-pent memories, 
sweeping before him the years forgotten. 

"Callea Cuatro and Liulsl" He oould see 
those street*; be could see the comer, 
where stood the long low adobe room, the 
school room, where so long ago he bad 
learned to spell the words of his primer, 
and where he had committed to memory 
his catechism. His sister's home was now 
near that corner, where lived his beantl- 
ful boy. And there, too, near to them, 
lived that heretic, that Protestant! Oh, 
It muBt not be! His boy so near to danger, 
and he so powerlees to save! 

He could no longer sit there. He arose, 

and when again In his little room the door 

barred beblnd him, be kneeled under the 

(18) 
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painted image and under the wooden croaa. 

"Holy Mother of my Churdi, Bare mr 
boyl My own, beautiful boyi" 

Long time be kneeled, his cmciflz In 
hand, prayers on his llpe, but cblll and 
midnight in his eoul. 

At length he arose, and with no light 
In bis room sare the light of the atara 
through the little grated window, be laid 
blmeelf down upon bia hard bed. But not 
to sleep; the floods of memory still swept 
on, bringing before blm scenea long gone. 
He saw again the days of bis boyhood, the 
days of bis youth, when he passed from 
the parochial school into the school tor the 
training of the priests. He saw the com- 
panions of that school. One face came 
before him, which he had long forgotten, 
Felipe, his happy, merry companion. He 
remembered that Felipe had sometimes 
talked about the "Proteet&ntea." Felipe 
had known them In his own town, and he 
gald they were a good people. Indeed, 
Felipe had called Into iiuestton some of the 
teacbingB of their own Church, contraat- 
ing them unfavorably with the teachings 
of the Protestants. 

He remembered how, one day, the Father 

Superior had called bis pupils together 

and told them that among them was a 

traitor, a false one, and that he must, at 

(M) 
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onoe, be drt^eu from them before ke could 
do Injury. It waa Fellppe wbo was thus, 
vltbout warning, sent from them. But 
Felipe had (ouud tbe moment to say t»- 
tore leaving: "I am driven from you be- 
cause I dare utter what la true. It is the 
truth; some time thla truth will reach 
you here, and you will know It for your- 
selTes!" 

And then there iiaased before him, alowly 
and wearily, the Kmg yeara of dlaappolnt- 
m«ntfi and of sutFerings. He had failed to 
And In life what he had expected, and he 
supposed the fault was his. He did not 
know that he had been deceived by those 
wbo had been hia guides along hia path 
throu^ life. 
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CHAPTER n. 

TSE BBQ17K*TBm) Cbucitix. 

Wfaea Rudolfo went to rlalt bie uncle, 
the toUowiDg dar. tbe okt monk repeated 
hie warolnga. Eacb miccesslve ntey tiie 
prl«Bt etuneetly besou^it his boj to avoid 
th« Protestant stranser. Rudollo said Ut- 
tie. But tliero came a day wbMi tie found 
hlB uncle unable to arise from bla bed. 

"IMos mki! You are «lck and alone! I 
Kill «all Uie phy«lctan at once!" 

"No, no, my boy! I n«ed no medicine, 
save for my soul! My body you will soon 
lay to rest. But my aoul — I can not t«l]. 
I have worn all my life the scapular,* and 
tbe Holy Mother may be iitleased to re- 
member her promise, but I am not sure, 
my boy, I am not sure. But I can do no 
more!" 

"I will run and call my motfcer!" Inter- 
rupted the boy. 

"Nay, go not! Stay thou by me! Come 

* Scapular. — 'To those who wear tlM 
scapular during life, tbe Virgin makea thta 
promise: 'I. their glorious Mother, on tbe 
Saturday after their death, will descend to 
purgatory, and deliver those whom I shall 
And there and t^e them up to the holy 
mountain of eternal llfeT" — "What Rome 
T«achea," page in. 

(H) 
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jMorar to nw aJid mAke m* tills iKst pTom- 
!•«! AToUtboastaeiratles! And one tlilas 
mose, wlittL I am goa«, iwllt tfiou take tlila 
Uttl« cnieiflx wblcta boj hang on my boaom 
aH tbaatt 7«>n and waar It on tliliie own 
hcartf It wlU keep Itiee from harm and 
It will oare thee from tlie «t1! worklngB 
of tboee beretlca." 

"I will keep It, Uncle; and now shall I 
go and call ttie prlagt to bear tby last 



"Nay, b07. tber helped ma not wbUe I 
IWed, will Uier balp me while T die? 
Tbere is no one to help me!" Itie voice 
wa» verT weak. "My boy, stay by me, for 
I am alone, alone!" 

Hue frl^tened 'boy was kneelfns, nob- 
bing, by the bedalde. The old maa la; 
quietly, too weak to speak. 

"Tio," stUd t&e boy, after his sobs had 
UWinil "Tlo, I have listened to the 
vbrancer. You told me not to listw to 
blm, BO I feared to tell you what I had 
done. Hy mother, too, and Uie priest told 
aie not to g:o near, but what do I care!" 
said the boy, Ibrowlng proudly back his 
head, bis dark eyes flawing. "I went at 
night, and stood under his window on the 
•treet I «an not tell you much he said, 
but he 9pake not ot saints or of the Holy 
Tlivln. 'Jesos Is the one who saves us,' 
(17) 
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lie said. And be Banc beautiful words 
about J«*u8 and abcnit heaven. His voice 
JB soft and sad vrlien be sings, Tio. I 
wlrti you could b&ar him. I stood at He 
door and waited a mom^it. He came to 
speak to others who wero standing tliere. 
But wliea he saw me he smiled and said: 
'Yee, I remember you.' And he gave me 
thla Utile paper. Shall I read it to you, 

■no?" 

The Olid man w>aB looking at the boy. 
He made no reply. 

Rudolfo read slowly, spelling some of 
the wordjB. 

"For God so loved the world that he 
gave hla only b^otten Son, that ^loao- 
ever bellavedi in him should not porMi 
but 'have everla*rtin.g life." 

"He that believeth on the Son hath ever- 
lasting lite." 

"Neither Is there aaJvatlon In any oUter, 
for there Is none other name under heaven, 
glv«n unto men, whereby we must be 
saved." 

ITie boy turned the card. "Here axe 
the words he saog, "no!" 
"JesoB, lover of my bouI, 
Lot me to thy bosom fly. 
Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpless soul on thee." 
"Tlo," said tJie boy, raising his bead, 
(18) 
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"QoQilng tlier aay or sliig la about the 
Holy VlrgUi or about the saints. It Is onJy 
Jemu! Is It true?" 

But the old man, still iookiag at tihe boy, 
only said. "I do not know," 

Tbo following day Rudolto found Us 
uncle scarce able to speak. The food 
wbkAl tbe fattlifal Juan bad brougbt was 
rofused. "Hie old man would have no belp. 

The boy kneeJod by bis uncle's bedside. 

"I went a^in last nigbt to hear tbe 
stranger. I do not care, tbougli tbe priest 
forbid!" tiiat same fearless look leaping 
Into his eyes. "And there was anotber 
man tbere, one of our own people. He. 
too, read from the book. He, too, kneeled 
and prayed; but be held no crucifix and he 
called no name of virgin or saJnt. I waited 
again at tihe door till they both came. 
"nie man of our country wok me by tbe 
hand and asked me my naime. And when 
I told him I was the son of General Valen- 
tino he laughed and said, 'Of course, my 
boy : bis eyes thou taaat, and even fals same 
proud hold of tie bead! I knew thy tatiher, 
boy, and thy mol^er! And hast tbou an 
Uncle Leonardo?' be asked. And wh«i I 
told him tiiat thou wast sick, be eald, "(A. 
tate me to see blm, boy!' Shall I bring 
him to see tbee, and Aoat thou know him. 
TioT" 
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Tlie old man mored. "Tm," h« uM; 
th«n suddealy, "Ofa, no, boy! It would ttot 
do. I atn afraid!" h« vihlspered. 

"Uncle, you fear the prlee4:e hera! But 
1 am not aCi&ld! I will bring him to- 
night, for I promised him I would. No one 
shall see na, so do not tear, Tlo mlo!" 

Through the long boon lay the iying 
man, waiting. Life was totj feeble, but 
his mind still active. Vwy quiet It waa. 
la that little back room, bat the sick man 
(ttlU could hear t3i« voice of his boy. 
"There Is no other name — there Is no other 
Dame— Jeaua, let me to thy bceom fly." 

Dusk wae sitting over the town, men re- 
burnlog to their homes. But no one took 
special note of two figures, a man and a 
boy, as they moved silently along the 
narrow hack lane, opened the back court 
gate, crossed the yard to Hie door of the 
"old crazy monk of Caliatro." 

Only the Itglit of the mocm shone throu^ 
the little grated window. Tbe incomer 
leaned low to look Into the face of the 
dying man, for not even in the clear ll^t 
at day would one have guessed that the 
thin, wori> fsice upon the hard pillow was 
once the young man Leonardo. 

The visitor spoke his name. The dying 
man heard the voice, raised his hand and 
whisper^: 

(») 
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"F«llp«! aj <M friMid Fallp*!" Thtn 
Fellpa tftt on tbe «dg« of tbe bed, Qie boy 
kneeled on die floor, and the dyln; mui 
and tbe boy llstmied wblle Felipe talked. 
He spoke of tbe years tliat had paased 
wben tliey were boys together. He toW 
of the nev and bleBaed lite wblcdi bad 
been bis since be bad found Ua Jeena; 
the story of tbe croaa, so familiar to the 
(tying monk, btUi never taia like tbls; tbe 
saoriflee, so full and complete, tbat tliere 
was no longer aeed tor pwiance, for Inter- 
cedense of priest, saint or virgin. 

Slowly and feebly tbe old man's eyee 
moved from tbe ptetoree of salmta, dimly 
outlined on tbe walls, to tbe Image of tbe 
Virgin, tbui ranted upon the little wooden 
cross. "And I, If I be lifted up from tbe 
earth, will draw all men unto me!" softly 
repeated F^lpe. 

The plotures and tbe Image seemed to 
rade from before tbe dyjng man. Only 
tbe cross was vtotble. And tfaen, mUy blm 
upon tbe cross, no longer cmclfled, but 
^orlSed, waltbig, wltb welcome In bis 
bee, and saying, as Felipe repeated: 

"Come onto me and I will give thee rest 
— restl" 

Ijobh time talked P^Upe. In low tones, 
tbe dytaig man and tbe boy still listening. 

At lengQi Felipe said, "To-monow I |o 
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away. But we Oiall both meet again whare 
we eJiall be at rest. I leave with you tbla 
litUe book, God'8 Word, the New Teata- 
iDMit of his lore. Your boy will read It 
to you when I am gone." 

When the Bwrant came the next morn- 
ing, be saw the face ot ttae old monfe in 
perfect reel and peace. Rest and peace 
which his life ot penance and of worbs 
never could have earned. Heat and peace 
whicb iB the gift ot Qod througfa hie Son. 

Ttie little brazen cruclflz had fallen hi 
one aide, but on his boaom, resting under 
those tbin hands, lay Felipe's gift— the lit- 
tle New Testament 

iDfitinctiTdly the servant Juan concealed 
the little book about his person, before 
calling help. 

The Superior came for burial rites, the 
old monk's algter and her boy. The boy 
took with him the little oruclfli as he had 
protnlaed. There were few to mourn, and 
few to follow, to Its resting place, the "old 
crazy monk of Callstro." But did it mat- 
ter, It there was rejoicing In heaven? 
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CHAPTER III. 



It waa tine beauMM moatli of May. AI- 
tbougb In WeBtem Mexico there are no 
eev«>re fioste to abrlp the treee, »tlll «prlTi« 
hPtaBB treeh green, ami beautiMt bloom. 
The houses o( the well-to-cio Inclose an open 
court. Into IjblB Uhe rooms of the build- 
ings open. This courtyard Is often filled 
with beautiful Sowers, sometimes a play- 
ing fountain of water In the mldet. 

It was in such a. gaa-Ofia that iiifoe 
walked, one bri#it mooning In May, a 
eieodier young' ginl — graceful her every 
morement, and iheir black eyes, 1aTg«, soft 
and dreamy. She pauaed a moment to 
toocli th« snow white "g&rdienla" and then 
to plTick a sprey of the fragrant Jasmine. 
Afi abe stood & mom«mt undier tbe olean- 
der, wltih Its bright pink blossoms, tine 
street door opened. There sounded a step 
down, tliirough. the corridor, Imto the gar- 
den and to her side. It was Rudolfo, her 
near neigtibor, and almost constaa.'t com- 
panlcoL 

"Bienrenlda Ruto! Doet tboa remember 

that this Is tAe moath of our Holy MoOier, 

(28) 
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tb« Blewed Vlrsln. Mid the montb of b«r 
beautUnl flowers? I go to-morrow to tli* 
great Catliodral to carry her my offering of 
flowers, pure and white, like beraelf. Thou 
wilt be there of course, RufoT" "Hie girl 
turned toward her friend, 
"derto, denlrta, if tfaou art to be tbe>«t" 
Rudolfo stood the next morning among the 
spectAtons and iratcbed tJi« girls, Elena 
among th«m, beautlfitl la thnlr ^ilte 
dresses aiud fluttorlng ribbons. He saw 
them kneeling to lay tbelr gifts of flowers 
before the lei^, palMed and gilded image 
of the Virgin. He boaid tbe soft cbant- 
lu^ and the inciting of the prayers by tiie 
priests. The odor of the burning Incense 
flUed hie nostrils. His senses were 
charmed, sight, hearing and smell. He 
stood, looked and listened, yet, boy as he 
wae, hie felt that something wae lacking^ 
something, be tmew not what There 
seemed to oome betweeoi him. and the glit- 
ter about him, the UtUe room on >IJhe street 
canasT, whene there were no bright col- 
ors, no gally-palnted Images. The priests 
were chanting "Holy Mary! All power In 
given to thee. In heaven and In earth! 
Tbere Is no one, O most Holy Uary, who 
can Ieqow <3od but tbioogh lliee. No (Hie 
Is saved bttt Ibrough tlnesl" The boy lis- 
tening, thought of the words he bad heard 
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thfl nitliit before. Th« mbwtoDary bad 
■aid, "Jeaoa U tti« one nbo «*«•! 'Run* 
Is no atii«r n&me whor«by man oaai be 
sBTod!" And the boy wondered mi be lli- 
teoed amd remembered. 

Tliat aftarnoon, tlw two, the boy and 
the girl, were standing again omoni tbe 
flowera. "How lovely K wae!" exclalowd 
Elena. "I know tho Holy Virgin baa ac- 
cepted my offering. Sbe will protect mi 
life and she will save my aonl." 

"U la JesuB who faTea," eald the boy 
quietly. 

Elma turned sbiu-ply upon him. "Wbat 
dost tbou mean, Ruro? It Is blasphemy to 
talk ao. They aay the hereUca thus blas- 
pheme our Holy Virgin. Hast thou been 
lietieolng to tlu>se heretlcsT' 

Tbe boy raised bla head proudly and 
smiled. 

"Tell me. Rufo, ha«t thou been listening 
to tfaoee Protestants r' 

"Yes, I bftve listened to them, and 
talked with tbem." stOd the boy, sttU tioM- 
tng hfmaelf proodly befone her. "Tbey 
do not blas^dieme the H<dy Virgin! "ntey 
are good people!" 

"Doat then not fear? lion knoweat 
wbat the Holy Fatben taave told na aboot 
them." 

"I tear?" laughed the pnrad boy. ffererl" 

(») 
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Stie fltood tor a. moment, looking at taim. 
Th«n, suddenjy, as i( Eieemlng imwlUlng 
that tier companton Bhooild poaeees a 
secret vrbich she did not ataare, abe said, 
"Clerto, haat thou talked wtth the Froteat- 
au: priest? Tell me about him. And 
wba;t does b« eay?" 

Then lie told her of what he knew, but, 
tnattnctlvely, wlUibeki the account of that 
nlght'B Tlalt with Felipe at hJs uncle's 
dying bed. 

"It Is strangle." said the girl. "I would 
fear to listen to tihe stranger, but I would 
lik« to hear 'him sing!" 

"Th«n go with me ttwiiejit! I will ac- 
oompaiijr thee. We will aland on the otreet 
and llBten and no one shall know!" 

But not uQtM seveval nigbtfi had passed 
did the timid girl finally coneent. It was 
already dark and Rudolto found her wait- 
ing In tlie front doorway, her head and 
shoulders well wrapped In her silk "rebo- 
zo" (shawl). Yet even then she would 
retract her promise, but the boy, seizing 
hjer arm, toirced har ailong by his side, 
down tbe street, tilt tbey stood on bhe 
eldewadk under tbe window. 

Thef« were numbers tn Qie room. Hany 
standing in tbe doorway and under Uie 
window, and the children were not no- 
ticed. 

(»> 
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But did th« nUflsIoiiAry know, as be 
taUMd. that two of Ood's little <mea w«re 
waWng without? "Suttar little chlWrrwn 
to come unto me, and lorbld them not,' 
tie said. "J«8uh calls them! Jesus toT«s 
thio Itttle ones," he ciald. and tiien dang 
In a soft voice. 

"I think when I read that aweet story of 
oM. 
Whea J«euB wae h«re among men, 
How he called little children 
Like Umb« to his fold," etc. 

The two listening there bad not notic«<l 
a man in common working clothee wiho had 
followed ttiem along the street amd vita 
baA been standing by Lbem. When tliey 
turned to go, the maa spoke, for It was 
ttie old aMTant Juan, from Hudolfo's home. 

"YoTjng master, this is not the first 
thne I have seen you here. But fear no*. 
I carry no tales." 

"I do not roair," Interrupted the boy. 

"Keep by me," added Iflie old man. "You 
must return, for we may be mlSBed at 

"Not until T speak to the man." boldily 
said the boy, drawing- the girl with him 
to thie doorway, wfeere stood the mfeaion- 
ary speaking to those about <him. 

"My young frienid again!" eaid the good 
(371 
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man, taking the bor br Um band. "Is 
tills jrour elster?" 

"No, oenoT, mj' Mend Ellena." Tbe tlinld 
Strl bad not dared raise ber e;e«. but when 
tone jniaalonary took Uie Ilttl« trembllns 
haiida In tale, sbe met bis Bml1« wltb bers. 

"God bleas 70U both," was alt he «aM. 

And tJien h« turned to the servant Juan. 

"I have aeen you sereral thnes bare. 
Wm you not oome In the next lihne?" 
Silently the old servant wa]fc«a beihiwd 
Qm two. 

"I do not understand It very much," saJd 
the sirl, "but I like tbe eht^iig;, and I Ilka 
tbe Faot/eetaab priest, too. I wonder irtiy 
we must not like blmt" 

The boy made no reply. He, too, was 
mmidarlng. "Step Into your own door, 
yonng maater," said Juan. "I wtll accom- 
pany the misB to hear home." 

But there was company in tbe brightly- 
lighted "sala" In Elena's bome; gneeta 
were dancing to the sound of music, and 
Electa ellpped throusb the corridor, anno- 
tjoed. to her own room. 
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CHAPTER rv. 

Tta«ir« wa« aadnesa M tbje gre&t bouae 
ot General Valeotlno. H« bad been broujdit 
borne wounded in battle. Commanding tUe 
troops wblle r«pul«lnc an attacking tribe 
of Indians on tbe fircmitter, he ha 1 been 
serlouely hurt. He was carried to his 
heme, but the tedious travel and expomre 
Lne^tably bad its eOect. All that phj^l- 
clana and loving frJemda oould do had been 
m vain, and now tbe brave soldier lay 
dying. 

The pbysiclen had given place to tbe 
prieet. Tbe sick man had liatened posBtve- 
]y to the words ot hia dying coateeslon 
which tbe prieet bod spoken, tor the man 
bad been too weak to utter them himself. 
The sign of the Holy Gross bad boNi made 
upon his forehead, and he bad been anoint- 
ed with the holy oil. He heard the words 
of tbe priest. "To te abeuelvo!' (I ab- 
solve thee! ) 

The priest had gone, and now the dying 
man aroused himself. 

"Bring my boy to me and leave ns here 
atone!" 

(») 
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Rudolfo kii«el»d, weeping, by th« beiM4«. 

"My son, I had hoped to see thee take my 
place. There are many battlee yet to b« 
fought for our Mexico, and thou wUt be 
needed." The words were spoken alowly. 
"Yes, my son, thou wilt be needed. Nor 
are the battles all to be with sword and 
Bhot. I Bee strife of other sort ahead (or 
our own land, and thou must be called to 
lead it on." His father paused. 

"My boy. I have been watching thee. I 
have known how tliou bast been attracted 
toward the Proteetanta. They are right, 
my boy; stay by them," he added as the 
boy started and raised his head. "I knew 
them anij respected them when a young 
man In Mexico City. I knew they, were 
right, but I came bere, I forgot them, and 
forgot their teachings. I became a cow- 
ard. I, who feared not the cannon's moutb, 
fearod a woman, feared her laugb and ridi- 
cule, your mother, Rudolfo. And I have 
lived a life of falsehood. But thou, my 
boy, bo brave, for in the struggle thou wilt 
be needed." 

It was a very imposing burial service, 
conductod In the cathedral, and the pro- 
cesBion was long that followed to Its rest- 
ing place the earthly remains of the famous 
and brave General Valentino. The boy, fol- 
lowing sadly, remembered the quiet, un- 
(80) 
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noticed larlnE away of bli uncle, the eld 
moult, and again he wondered. 

Tbe days ol mourning were over. The 
widow, the B«iora de Valentino, lived alone 
In ber qutet house, with the servants and 
with the boy, for her two daughters had 
Ions alnce gone to distant homes of their 
own. Rudolfo was growing so tail, so 
handB<»ne, so llice bis father. Proudly she 
looked upon him, and fondly she loved 
him. 

One day a menage of great importance 
was seat to the Senora de Valentino. It 
had bem revealed that the spirit of the 
departed General Valentino was still in 
purgatory awaiting further prayers and 
gift* of money to effect his release. 

The widow pleaded ber departed bos- 
band's deeds of bravery, his generons gifts, 
when living, to the Church. "Yee," was 
the reply; his gifts and the gifts of tbe 
widow, made at tbe time of bis death for 
tbe release of his soul, bad been accepted; 
but they were not enough. During tbe life- 
time of ber husband, be had lacked a spirit 
of entire submission to tlie teaclilngs of 
the Holy Church, and a laick ot revereiice 
for liisr doctrine. For this reason a stlli 
larger sum of money would be required, 
and would tbe widow fumlab the means 
whereby to communicate with tbe Holy 
t»l) 
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VirgliiT '^liOQ doat know, teiiBht«r," add- 
ed th« prlMt, "that many tMngB are asked . 
from God and are not gnrntad; tbar are 
asked from Mary and are granted. And 
bow iB tUfl? It ia bec&un Qod liaa tbue 
decreed In honor of his Mother." "Mary 
co-operated In the nalTation of man." 
"Mar? waa made the mlstreaa of salva- 
tion." (Ttaeee words are taken literally 
from "Otortee of Mary.") 

Whvn asked the sum that would be re- 
quired, the reply was: "Because of the 
deep eateem In which the departed fs held, 
and because of the deep esteem In wbloih 
the widow lives, tbe low sum of four thou- 
sand dollani will be required." 

When the Senora said that such a sum 
she could not command, the answer was 
ready: "It matters not, daughter. It's 
equlvBleat will do. This house you live In 
can easily be tranaferTed to the name and 
the nae of the Chnrch. But there need be 
no haste, daughter. Take thine own time 
to flmd another house, and meantime sup- 
plications will be made for thy departed 
husband's speedy release into glory." 

The hlgh-^rited boy wse beside himself 
witk wrath. 

"The CSiorch commands, and we must 
obey," was all the proud, though broken 
woman could reply. Then, for tbe flmt 
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time, Ui« boy told his mother of bU fsttMr's 
dytaie wvrdB, and of tbe ocoasion attend- 
ance upon the in-eachlns of tbe ProteBtant. 
He begged h«r to go with him to listen, 
bat she seemed only the more broken, and 
besought 'blm not to bring further aorrov 
and disgrace by associating wltii the 
heretloa. 

Time paseed on. and the widow, her bor and 
her faithful Juan had found another hoi»e, 
a smaller one, and the great bome of the 
ValentlDos bad pasBAd into the sate keeip- 
Ing of the Holy Church. 
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CHAPTER V. 
The ToutiG PsinsT. 

One day, w1i«d the Senora de Val«ntliio 
was Beddng abeolT«nce ol guilt, &t tite con- 
teMional, tlie nun, her tuil; comleuor. be- 
Ban to question her regarding her son. 

"Thou Mat good reason, daughter, to be 
proud of the yonng man. How handsome 
he is, how daring, and what talent he poe- 
seisee! Haat Oion thought to what bla 
talents shall be given? Thou dost know, 
daughter, that there la no higher use for 
talents, such as hie, tbaji the servloe of 
our Holy Chnrch. 1 know thy heart, and 
tliat thou doflt wish to dedicate him to sucA 
aerrioe. He is now entering manliood, and 
it Is high time to work in preparation for 
such high calling." 

"But, Father," (altered the woman, "his 
father's wish was that he should follow 
In his own st^." 

"Ah, yes, daughter. I know that was w«ll. 
But thfnki Uttle dost thou know the baaor, 
the powera of the priesthood. Woman, let 
me repeat. What are the powera of priest- 
hood? 

"I. To say mass. 
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"II. To torsive alni. 

"III. To preach tbe word of Ood, anditer- 
Icnn other sacerdotal lunctlona. 

"la order to give to his priests the poww 
of sttyltig mass, our Lord Jesus Christ had 
to die. To redeem the world. It was not 
oeoesaary that our Lord should die. A sin- 
gle drop of bis sacred blood, a single tear, 
a single prayer of hla, would have snfflced, 
but In order to establish the priesthood 
our Lord had to die. 

"Who can forgive sinaT 

"There is a man va earth who can for- 
give sins, and that man Is the Catholic 
priest Yee, the priest not only declares 
that the sinner Ib forgiven, but he really 
foigivea him. 

"So great Is tne power of the priest that 
the Judgments of heaven Itself are subject 
to hlB decisions. The priest absolves on 
earth and Ood abaolvea In heaven. 

"The priest Is tlie oo-operator, the assUt- 
ant of God In heaven." (These words are 
quoted from "Ood the Teacher of Man- 
kind."— Ulchael Muller.) "But thou dost 
know all this. And more — the Holy Church 
has need of thy son and all his talents. 
And to this end he must be placed In tr^n- 
Ing. He must become an Inmate of the 
BIsAmp's College of Tmlnlng for the prleU- 

(«) 
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TlM fathor conlaaaor did not add tbat 
&• wu awftre of the growing aoqaalnt- 
anoo of bhe ronng man wltb tbe accnned 
ProtoBtantUm, and tbat tbla or aome other 
step would be forced upon blm to break 
talm from sncti Influences. 

"Bnt, Father," aobbed the broken wom- 
an, "he ts my son, my only son. I need 
him! How can I live without him!" 

"Daugjiter," aald the man coldly, "thon 
doat forget that the Holy Church can more 
tban make up to thee the aacrlflce ot thy 
eon. Thy reward will be great In this life 
and In that to come!" 



"Never for me, mother, the life of a 
prating prleet! Never!" cried the young 
man, his eyes blazing and his voice 
trembling with wrath, when later the 
motlieT preaentod the subject to him. 

"Not the black robe for me! Not the 
conteaalonal box! M7 father's life for me. 
A soldier's life for n»!" 

"Yes." replied the mother sadly, "I know 
thy father's wlBli, and thou k rt so like htm, 
too! But, son, to »erve our Church Is 
nobler, even, titan to serve our country!" 

The proud young man refused. Then 

followed days and weeks of entreaty from 

bis mother, and flattery and promisee from 

(W> 
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Uia pil«at How — be did not tnow— but aX 
last he fielded, surrendered Himatit ud- 
wllllnKly to the life lie hftted. He said to 
blmeelf he would trr It for « irtille; lie 
could leave It when be cbose. Tbe Kbool 
of Callstro, bis uncle's old borne, became 
now hie home. Tlie little brazen crucifix, 
bequeathed him by his uncle, he now wore 
upon bis boBom. Hts life seemed a mock- 
ftFy, yet as time wore on, the flattery and 
homage shrewdly bestowed had it* etteot, 
and he became seemingly contented, or at 
least unresisting. 

He Tietted bis mother, she growing sad 
In her loneliness and because promises for 
Ijieace of mind were unfulfilled. 

At such times he usually gained brief 
interrlewB with. Elena. 

And so tbe months grew Into years. The 
life of confinement was Irksome to hts 
ectlTe temperament. He bad time for re- 
flection, tor tbe studies were not pressing, 
neither did tbey feed mental crarlngs. 

Readings aiid the committal to memory 
of tbe lives of tbe saints; tbe doctrines of 
the Church and the 'traditions, followed by 
discussions with tbe father Instructors, or 
rather by lectures from tbem, were the 
principal requirements. Frequent readings 
of the Breviary and attendance upon the 
dltt«r«nt religious ezercisee in the college 
(37) 
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ctutpe] were also required. The Bible was 
in the building, in three large volumea, con- 
tjdalng full notes or expoe'tloos. These 
were kept under particular care, none of 
tb« younger students being allowed to open 
them, unless by special permleaton, when 
the priest was there to give the correct In- 
terpretations thereof. 

There were times when the young priest 
loathed hie surroundings and himself. At 
such times he did not fear to express his 
contempt, though, of course, somewhat 
fcnardedly. 

The Superiors, realizing their weak hold 
en the youth, and realizing his value to 
themselves, made light of his "iH'etended 
insubordination." In the class room free- 
dom of speed), on his part, was allowed, 
such as would be permitted from no other. 
The young man, fully aware of this tolera- 
tion, took for himself all such adTantages. 
Frequent discussions, like the following, 
occurred: 

"Ib It true, Father, that thore Is no sal- 
ration outside of the Roman Catholic 
Church r' 

"Truth, indeed, my son!" 

"And why7" 

"Because wlUiout dinne faith no salra- 
tton la possible, and as divine faith is to 

(88) 
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be tonad alone in th« Roman Catholic 
Cburcb, therefore ealTatlon la poulble oalj 
In tha Roman Catholic Qiiirch." 

"Then can not a Protestant be aaved?" 

"No, beeanaa they hare no Caltb In the 
teaching ot the Holy Chnrch; indeed, they 
re}ect all her doetrinee, therefore salyatlon 
to them is ImpoBaible. And more, they are 
not willing to confess their elns to the 
piieet, therefore their sina shall not be 
foi^Ten; how, then, can they be eavedT' 

"Another Qneatlon, Father; the Prot- 
eetants say the Bible is the Word of Qod. 
and they freely distribute the booh for all 
to read. Is the BfUe the Word of Qod? 
And if so, why doea the Roman Catholic 
Church prohibit its reading?" 

"Tes, the Bible is the holy Word ot God, 
but here aealn the Protestants show their 
wicked andadty by freely drcnlatlng It. 
The Bible was not prepared or Intended 
for the laity. It was Intrusted to the holy 
fathers, by the apostles, to be hept by them 
and by them to be interpreted. Because 
of Its much obscenity, It la not a &t booh 
for women or children, end because of Its 
much obscurity, It can not be undentood 
by the common people. It can only be read 
to them by the priest who can rightly ex- 
plain Its meaning." 

<») 
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"VhOD. th« Bible Is oot a neo awa ry 
bmA?" 

"No, th« Bible 1b not necesaary- War« 
It to be entirely doBtroyed from the fae* 
of the eartb, it would not matter. Tbe 
Holy Church, by revelations, and traditions, 
hM all the necessary truth, and by faith 
la tile truth which ahe teachee, is salva- 
tion fouad. Thy questlonfi savor of heresy 
and blasphemy. Thou hast had knowledge 
of these pestilential Proteetajits and their 
Cectolilnss. Avoid these heretics; they are 
an unholy sect, following the teachings of 
tbelr leader and originator, Martin Luther, 
that lioentlous monk, who broke from the 
Holy Church l>ecauae he wished to marry." 

"Then Is It a sin to marry?' 

"It la a sin for a priest to marry. Celib- 
acy Is a more perfect state than that of 
marriage, and the priest Is the example 
of that which is the most perfect. That 
Is one of the great sins of thie ProtestaDt. 
By bis unholy life be encourages polygamy 
and concubinage]" 

"Does be encourage It more ttum the 
impure priest in his secret Immoral lUer' 
asked the young man, a blaze In his eyes. 

"Cease thy blasphemy!" retort»d the old 
priest, turning upon blm. 

"Tet one more question!" Interrupted the 
young man, restraining blma^t. 
(«) 
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"Ib It true thAt In the sacrifice of the 
bol7 mam, tb» body of Cbrlst azlsts literal- 
ly, HMh and bloodT' 

"It Is true, because the Church so 
tea(di«s." 

"Th«n I pray thee explain still further. 
The otber day when Father A was of- 
fering the holy mass, be dropped a holy 
wafer on the floor. It was aot taken up. 
A few hours later I bad occaslcm. to return 
to the altar, when on looking on the floor, 
where had fallen the piece of bread, I saw 
the anta carrying It on In crnnibe. Would 
that have been permitted to the literal 
flctfi of Christ?" 

"Enough!" and with a frown and avtamp 
of the foot the caviling young priest wa« 
dismissed. 
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CHAPTBR. VI. 

Tbe miasionarr m««itim«, had been 
obliged to seek anotrbar boose, tbe owiMr 
refualns longar to r«nt .to tbe FTOtemssto. 

"Tfais is a part of our life and work 
benSh" said th« good man to bis wUe. "B7 
UKndng to different parts of tbe town, we 
learn to know t^ people amd tbey us, 
tbTLS remOTlng dnev tear and prejudice." 
"Hiere bad, thiia far, been no open attack 
upon tbe life of tbe mlsBionair}'; and In- 
sults, tbreats, difficult? in obtain U18 needed 
Help or frequent Inabftlty to purchase 
needed supplies, he looked upon as matters 
ot smaU Import 

"To wait and to win" bad become his 
moMo. Still he "knew the cumiilne watcti- 
fulnsn of tbe priests, and wUIe be prayed 
and waited he watered. 

As the years pnsncd, fear and prejudice 
were breaking down, and the room fltt«d 
up for preaching servloes was fllled. The 
llBtenera we-« mostly from tbe humble 
claaB, for thoiy were less watched and fol- 
(42) 
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Lowell bj prleatB. And ol Bucb m/n also 
tlm Maaters dlsdplee of old. 

Juan, the long Um« s«rvaii.t In Una bouaa 
of V&l«ntlD<i since tb« night wlien he atood 
and listened, with the boy and Uie girl, 
under the window, had continued his at- 
tendance. FwiTleealy now, he entered and 
sat nnMDs the reel. Tbe little book, bh« 
New Teataiment, which he had found upm 
the dead monk's hoeom, he k«pt cloee by 
him. He had, at first, feared to c^en the 
forbidden book. But a» he read, the sidrlt 
of Ood which hovers round the search^ 
for the tmth Illumined and made pli^n 
ita meaning. He lored to read his BlUe 
and he loved to listen to lU teachings as 
gifien by the mdesioDary. 

The new, wiu-m love burning within him 
could not be hid. He carried Ita bright- 
neaa Into other hearts; first into the hearts 
of hla two friends, Pepe and his wUe, the 
Bor^nts of the Senora de Corooa, Bllena'e 
mother. The Senora de Corona and Che 
Senora de ValenUno knew that their bwt- 
aola were being drawn toward the new 
doctrine of the Pnxtjestants. But ttieir 
eerrants were as ind^pensable to them as 
were the roofs that covered their heads. 
Therefore, as they received no word from 
the xn4flBt8 to dismiss these serrants they 
ehoee to ignore the matter. 
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But tlie mmiouary knew that tlw Ume 
bAd oome ^nhan tb« lew tried and true 
miiBt be called out Into a viable cburcb 
of Cbrlst. Old Junn, Pepo, bla wHe and 
a few otberB were to be received Into 
cburcb m«mberBhlp. It was at a preparar 
tory service, and tbe room was full of 
Ilsbeneiis, many there from ciMloeJty. Tbey 
bad enng: 



"Bpatbers," said tb« mlaalonary, Atoud- 
ing before ttaem. "Too linow that Jeeua, 
wben ber« upon eaartb, called hde own to 
follow blm. Many left borne and lands to 
be witb tlielr Master. 

"He, Juat aa truly, caJile us 'today to 
follow blm. Tou may not need to leave 
home and lands. Tot you know what 
it will mean, here In Mexico, to toUow him. 
You know also thajt be aald: 'He that 
loveth faibher and mother more than me 
Ifi not wortby of me, and he that loveth 
eon or daughter more than me Is not 
worthy of me.' But be says, too: 'Who- 
ever Bboll confees me before men, him will 
I also oontesB befoi^ my Father whlcli Is 
m heaven.' Tou know what it will mean 
here to oonCeea him before miSD. Some- 
(44) 
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Ubmb It sMUM the kItUie up of all th&t 
life bold« 4wr. SenoMmm it mesaa tbe 
glTing up ot life Itself. Ood gruit tt dhit 
not mean Buch to any of you, but It will 
mean tbe giving up of friends, of emjdoy- 
ment and perliapB ol bomee. But tiMO, 
llatan!" added the mlBBtomur, a glad light 
in hl0 voice. "Uaten! Do we fearT Nay, 
rather we aay: 'Who shall separate ua 
from the 1ot« of Ohrrtst? Shall tribulation, 
or d1str«eB, or persecution, or famine, or 
nakednaw, or peril, or sword?' 

"I am persuaded that neither death, nor 
life, nor angela. nor prlnclpalltleB, nor 
powien, nor tblngs pnsent nor things to 
come, nor belght, nor d«pth, nor any othei 
creature, ataall be able to separate us from 
the lore of Ood vhioh la In Christ Jcbob, 
our Lord. Can we aay this, my frlands?' 

"AflnenI" waa the low apoken but heart- 
felt ra^y of each. 

The eeryioe, on the Sunday following, 
was a quiet but Impressive one. But that 
oi^t, oa returning to his home, his mis- 
tress called her servant Juan into her 
room. "I am totd that this day thou didst 
Identify thyself with the Protestantes. Is 
It true?" 

"The Senom baa heard aright," was the 
quiet but respectful reply. 

"Art thou aware that by thus doing 
(«) 
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thou hajM forfeltiad tbe vlielter erf tUs, th; 
hotsueV 

"Tea. Senoni," mid Oie old man. 

"But sarvlT. Jvan, thou bast not oon- 
Bld«Tiad! Tblnk of tlUfl toJilgbt, and to- 
DOiorrow momlns come and t«Il me thou 
dost r^MM." 

But, on tbe morrow, neither threats nor 
penuaalon oould avail, rhe old man tried 
to tell his well-loved mtstrese ot tbe glad, 
mew Ute that was bU. But she dafed not 
listen, and though there were tears la her 
«yea, ahe turned from her service her 
well-tried and taittafut servant, because th« 
prieat had ao commanded and she must 

But news ol what had been done had 
ooni« to RudolCo in hla school. The mMh- 
er did not know, neither did the priest 
know, that the young man sought out his 
faithful Juan and secured for him a little 
bouse on tiie outskirts of tiie town, where 
he couki live with hU friends, Pope and 
wife, who alao had been tumod from 
home. Rudolfo knew that It would be dif- 
ficult for Juan to obtain work. He left 
money with Mm sarfng: "Do mot tear, 
wcf Juan. ThoQ hast ever carad for nte, 
and now I will care that thou dost not 
suffer. Tell me when thou art In needl" 

"Oh, voung master!" said the old man, 
(46) 
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"ev«r kind and truel T«it thou doat lack 
tb« ODe tMng. Coma thou ateo and con- 
teaa Christ Le&v* Uiait talae Ufa!" 

"ParLapa, after a whll«, later on, whan 
1 am older!" said .th« young man ^ly. 
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CHAPTBR VU. 
The Wobd or Qoo. 

It was a little adobe bouae o( two lov 
rooBifl. Tbe; were unplaBtered, tbe 
covered rafters overtiead rougbly liewn. 
The floor wa« tlie ground, but lb was hard, 
smootb and well swept. In the little en- 
closed back yard walked an old woman, 
singing In a low voice. This corral was 
her kltcben, and she wa» preparing the 
noon meal. She stooped over the little 
(diarcoal fire on tlie ground, placing on tbe 
ooals her flat earthen griddle, on which 
she was to bake her tortillas (corn ca^«s). 
She was enveloped, head and shoulders. 
in her rebozo (long cotton shawl), .fflie 
bad just seated herself on the ground. 
and drawn to hersel'f the flat stone on 
which the com Is ground, wlien the street 
door opened and in walked a slender girl 
of near eighteen years. 

"Queridttal Alma mla!" ezclaimed the 
old woman rising, approaching tlie girl, and 
taking one little band between lier owb. 
"Are all well at home? And wbere Is 
Sera?" The girl wore no hst to remore, 
but she let fiill over her AonMers her 
{«) 
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long bl&ck lace vail wltb which h&r head 
had been enveloped, and eat down ui>au 
the little itooL 

"Mamaclta 1b well," was the reply, "and 
Sara baa gone on to heT brotbera. She 
will call for me In an hour!" Sara waa 
the maid, for no girl of the better class Is 
allowed to walk the itreet unaccompanied 
by mother, friend or maid. 

The girl was Elena, and the old woman 
was her nnrse, who had been turned from 
ber home. Elena waUAed as she molded 
bits of the dough, patting and flattening 
them into thin oakea, and lien with her 
fingers deftly turning them on the heated 
griddle. "And now a tortilla for me!" 
laugbed the girl, as she took one eteam- 
Ing from the pile, and the old nurse hur- 
ried to bring the only dlabes, that the 
girl might have a taste of ber frijoles and 
a sip of her black coSee. 

"It Is good to be with you again, dear 
old Nanlta!" exclaimed the girl Impul- 
sively. 

"And how lonely I am without thy beau- 
tiful face, and bow I wish I might see the 
dear Madraclta!" replied the old woman. 
"Thy mother was always good to me, and 
1 had a happy home there." 

Elena's mother had parted very nn- 

wllltngly from her faithful servants. She 

(49) 
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kn«w Vxit bar daoibter occMlooallT mw 

her old Dune; Indeed, she Bomstlmei sent 

b7 ber some present, but sbe did not 

know that her daughter frequently atayed 

long and talked wltb the old nurse; for 

Sara, the maid, loved ker 7oung mistress, 

and would reveal nothing. "And now, Al- m 

ma Mia, before yon go, read to me again '■ 

from my little book. I wish I could read 

those words myself, bnt after you ha,ri 

gone I say them over and over again, when 

about my work, or when awake at night — 

those beautiful words!" t^'^^i <^-.v 

The little Bible was taken trom Itatwl JSC^ 
ni(Ae in the wall where It was kept, care- 
fully wrapped op In a cloth. The girl 
took the book and read. "In my father's 
house are many mansions. I go to pre- 
pare a place for yon!" 

And so the two sat, and read and talked, 
the girl fresh and heantlfal In her young 
life, and the old woman sitting on the 
floor by ber side, holding between her 
brown, wrinkled palms one soft little 
hand. "And If I go and prepare a place 
for you. I will come again and receive 
you unto myaelt, that where I am there 
you may be also." 

"1 must go now, far there Is Sara knock- 
ing at the door, and Juan and Pope will 
soon be here for their dinner." 
(50) 
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"Querlda, how 1 thank thee for comlni; 
to see jne. How I wiah you could go wltli 
me to hear the Protestant preacher talk 
and sing to ua of Jesus and of heaven." 

■'1 wish I could go. Buti I dare not, 1 
often think of that time when Rudolfo and 
I listened to him. Poor Rufo, he is bo 
changed! But there Is a change In me, 
too. You. Nanita, and that little book, ara 
changing me. somehow." 

Elena was Beated one afternoon in the 
garden amid her flowera. The piece of 
embroidery lay Idly in her lap, [or she 
wag thinking— til in king of what had been 
coming Into her life the past few months 
since she iaa been talking and reading 
to her old nurse from God's own Book. 
She was wlehing that she dared talk to 
her mother about It, and that she could 
go to hear the missionary a^ln. Her 
thoughts were arrested by the words of 
ber father and mother, talking in a room 



"Your husband Is no longer your con- 
fidant," she heard him say. "Another has 
taken my place;" 

"Why! what can you mean!" was the 
reply. "You have always had the first 

"Yes, 'perhaps the first place, in some re- 
spects," was the cold answor, "but cer- 
(51) 
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tainly not the first place In ;our lieaTt 
Senora, let iu not waste vordi. Tou and 
I both know that anotiier has come In be- 
tween UB, and that other Is your priest 
To him you go for direction and tor com- 
fort. Your confidence no longer repoees 
la your husband." 

"But," faltered the woman, "you knov 
our Holy Church telle us to go to our 
priest lor our Instruction and guidance. 
I must obeyl What else can I do?" 

"Do! This you can do — you can give 
up your confessional. iNo longer shall 
your priest steal from you your secrets, 
your heart! I will not have It! Again I 
say, you must choose between your priest 
and your husband!" 

The woman was weeping. "Tou are 
cruel! Tou ask oif me what I can not do!" 
But the man angrily closed the door be- 
hind bim. 

Elena's mother came out Into the corri- 
dor. These were not ttielr first words on 
the subject. She knew that his anger 
would pass and she would sUH continue 
at the confessional. He, too, knew, alae! 
that there was no other way. Hla wife, 
as did bhe other wives, would still go to 
their confessional, and he must submit. 

Aa the mother drew near, Klena ex- 
claimed: 

(62) 
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"Ob, motlier dear, I heard what you 
were saying, and father Is right. Let ua 
not go to confess any morel" The woman 
started, then turned angrll?. 

"And who art thou to dictate tbusl Art 
thou wiser and better than our Mother 
Charch, which commands ub to confesB to 
onr prlett!" 

"But, 4^, mother," called the girl, "I am 
not to tell jtra what to do, bat pleaae do 
not make me gra another time to con- 
resa!" 

"And why not?" 

"Because I can not go, mother. The last 
time T was there I vowed In my heart 
never to go again, hut I dared not tell 
you." 

"But why? I ask again!" demanded 
the motiieT. 

The girl was crying now. "Ton know, 
mother. I need not tell you," she fal- 
tered. "I can not tell you the questions 
hfi asks of me. The words he speaks to 
me I blush to hear. The thoughts he glTes 
to me I hate!" 

The motiter looked earnestly Into the 
beautiful Innocent face ot her daughter. 
She could not speak for a moment. Then 
she saM: 

"It must be a mistake! The priest Is a 

holy man, and he could only say to you 

(5S) 
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pure woL'ds. He can not mean to sar to 
you what la barmful. But I will talk to 
hhn and t«ill him he must be carefuL And, 
Elena, my child, do not speak oC this to 
any one, especially to thy father, and I 
will teli the priest to be more careful!" 

"Oh, mother, listen to me! I have 
learned tJiat it is wrong to conteas to a 
man. Only God is able to bear and to 
forgive!" 

"What!" said the woman, "that Is her- 
esy. Where hast thou learned such? Has 
Rudolfo, or has thy nurse been poisoning 
thy young heart? We will attend to 
this!" 

And the mother hastened away, unwill- 
ing to listen to further words from her 
daughter. 

£lena was still sadly thinking and won- 
dering, when there came a step along tlie 
corridor, to ber side, and before her stood 
Rudolfo. He placed a chaJr for himself 
wbile she drew up her work. 

"So occupied that thou hast not even 
one word for me!" 

Her eyes were on her work. "Blena, it 
Is a long time since we two used to play 
here together. Thou wast beautiful then, 
but far more beautiful now!" 

She quickly looked up at bim, anger 
now in tboee gentle eyes. 
(B4) 
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"How darest thou talk thus to me? 
niou, so soon to be a priest?" 

"As Innocent as erer, iweet maid," 
laughed the young man, and tbeo, in 
changed Ein-d sober tone, he added, "and 
didst thou think in truth I am to be a 
priest? Buhl I hate them all. 1 am 
only waiting for the opportune moment to 
leave them and return to life and thee!" 

Astonished, she said, "And thon, Rd- 
doiro, bast been deceiving ub, mother, 
priests and all?" 

'Klall it thus It thou dost Uka I am 
only learning their own art. They are de- 
ceiving usi But I must except one priest: 
Father Antonio la true and good and hon- 
eet I went there against my will to please 
my mother. I have remained longer tban 
I thought, because — because— well — be- 
cause I knew not Just bow to escape — 
and, well, because I am suited there In 
some ways. But yes, Ellena, I am living 
a life of deceit. I am a hypocrite and a 
coward. But T will soon leave." 

"Rufo," saM the girl, "do you remem- 
ber how you used to talk to me about the 
missionary, and do you remember that 
ulgbt you took me with you to hear him 
talk and sing? I have been thinking 
about It tbls afternoon. Tlie Protestants 
are'right. I wisb I knew them better, for 
(55) 



iizodb, Google 



I love ttelr teacblnes and their book, the 
Bible. But thou art so changed. Thou 
art nob the same Rufo." 

"Yes," aald the joung man bitterly, "1 
know you all think so. But at heart I am 
uot changed." 

He stood upon hlB feet "Klena, I an. 
the game. I must go now, but remember, 
to j-on I have not changed. And what- 
ever happens, do not forget or hate me, 
Querlda." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Dahqeb. 

Rudolfo had occaalon to pass, one evan- 
ing att«r dark, the passage leading Into 
tbe back court of the Blstiops' School. The 
door was closed, but he heard voices on 
the other side. He stood a moment, with- 
out special thought, wh«n suddenly his at- 
tention was arrested by the words of the 
Father Superior. 

"Sin! It is no sin! On the contrary, It 
will be & very commendable d»ed! Why, 
man. It will be a very meritorious deed! 
Everything which threatens the flafety of 
our most Holy Church must be removed. 
And this dioctiine tbi'ea.tens and la spread- 
ing. Think! Would you not do all In your 
power to remove from us some deadly 
disease? and this doctrine Is worse than 
a deadly disease, for it destroys both Itody 
and soul. And to reach this danger, the 
leader of this sect, the propagator of this 
pernicious faith must be removed! And 
whosoever shall do this act for the safety 
of the Holy Church shall be forever blessed, 
here and hereafter. Think, man, of the In- 
dulgences such a deed will obtain!" 
(B7> 
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"Y«e, Father," replied an unknown voice. 
"Yes! But at tbe aame time, thou know- 
eet it is a dangerous and a difficult thins 
that thon and the Church doat aak. So 
dangerous and dlffloutt that a Iffetioie ol 
Indulgence will not be suOlclent recom- 
pense!" 

"Then, man, a large sum of money shall 
be added. The Church Is ready to grant 
full and generous rocompense for all done 
in her behalf. Name the sum!" 

"Three hundred dollars. Father." 

"Impossible, man! The deed does not 
warrant such estraTagaucel " 

Alter eome hagEllns the sum of two 
hundred dollars was agreed upon. "And 
now," continued the priest, "as to the 
opportune time. It Is now. To-morrowl 
He is out of town. Up In the hills among 
the mines. His return road Into the city 
will be throngta the eouth gate. This road 
1b but little traveled and leads through the 
'arroyo' where are the thickets. But yon 
can plan the details, only remember this: 
The sooner the better, and as soon as ac- 
complished come to me and the two hun- 
dred dollare Is yours! " 

The young man, RudoUo, stood riveted 
to the spot. Too well he understood the 
meaning of that conversation. His nat- 
ural Impetuosity was about to opea. the 
(fiS) 
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door ut»oi> them, when some power sMin«d 
to raatrain talm, and be turned as If to 
Oea Irom the Bpot. Only a tew steps dls> 
taat, tbe door suddenly opened and the 
priest, accompanied by two men in common 
clothes, walked burrledlf past him. The 
priefit turned, paused a moment, his lace 
toward the young man as If about to 
speaX 

Later that evening Rudolto was called 
Into the private room of the priest, who 
looked searchlngly Into bia taee, only to 
meet a steady gaze, and there was soom 
in that look. 

"Thou wast in tie court as I passed 
through?" asked the father. 

"Ym. Father." 

"Didst thou bear aught of the words 

"Not a word, Father!" The lie was 
spoken very calmly and deliberately. 

Again the priest looked aearchingly Into 
the young man's face, taut nothing was re- 
vealed. 

"It was nothing, son. Two men were 
speaking on a private matter of personal 
importance to themselves. I called thee, 
eon, to secure thy asalstance In the class- 
room next week. Thou dost know that 
the new class In cburcb history is a large 
one, and the Instructor has his hands more 
(6») 



iizodb, Google 



than fiitl. Canst tbou asaUt him to-morroir 
and this week?" 

"I win tblnk about U." Rudolfo r«tlr«d 
to bis room, but not to sloop. Well, too 
well, he understood the meaning of that _ 
transaction within the Inner court. A 
price was Bet on the head of tli« miuion- 
nry. That man whom he loved and r««pec& 
ed. It had been years since he bad talked 
with him, but how well he remembered 
the converaatlon when a boy, the mis- 
sionary's kind face and smile and words. 
He had occasionally seen him on the street. 
but not to talk to blm. Through the 
hours of the night the young man lay 
thinking. "The mlsstonary must not die. 
and I must save him." Hla plans were 
made. While students and serrants were 
buey about the early morning occupations 
he passed unnoticed Into the street 

Late that afternoon the missionary was 
returning home, driving slowly fn bis Ut- 
the cart over the dry, duBty plain. He had 
been spending several days up among the 
mines. Hla cart bad been filled with Bibles 
and papers which had all been given away 
while preaching, singing and talking to 
the miners. 

And now the long, wearisome ride home 

But it was almost over now; far oil In the 

distance he oonld see the western sun re- 

(») 
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fleeted in catbedral wallfl and spire*. But 
be needi muit liaeten, for night vu lut 
coming on, and it would be dark ere lie 
paaa om tbe "arroyo' with Its beaTymee- 
quite thickets. He was rounding a Dig 
pile of boulders and rocks, when his horse 
suddenly started, nearly oTertumiog tbe 
cart At the same moment a flgure sud- 
denly appeared from behind the boulders;' 
an old man dressed in working clothes, 
bis old straw hat down over bis eyes and 
tied by a cloth under the chin. 

The missionary never carried weapons. 
Ho always s^d tbey would be no defense, 
rather a disadvantage, and be noticed that 
tbe man carried no weapon. Stepping 
quickly to tbe side of the cart, speaking 
burrledly, be said: 

"Senor, do not go down through the 
arroyo! Hen are ..nere waiting to Idll 
you! Believe me. I speak the truth. No 
matter bow I know. Ask no questions, but 
do ss I tell you. Turn here, retrace your 
way to the hacienda morena — and there 
take the way around by tbe traveled road 
into town. It will be very late In tbe 
night before you reach borne, but better 
so than to pass through tbe arroyo! And 
hereafter be on the watch wborevwr you 
fro. for your life la in danger!" 

The missionary hesitated. It would so 
(91) 
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belate him to retrace Ub war "> manj 
miles, but lomethlng In tlie old man oom- 
pelled Um to obey. 

"God reward thee, my Mend, for thiw 
coming to warn mel Tell roe thy name, 
old man, or am I mistaken, thy appear- 
ance la that of an old man, but thy voice 
and thine eyes belong to one ol younger 
years! Tell me thy name!" 

"No matter, Seuor — I am a friend. I 
knew of this daager and have been lying 
behind these rocks since noon, for 1 knerw 
not when you would pass this way." 

"At least get In here with me and re- 
turn to the town, for I Bee you are on foot." 

"No. I can not ride with yo«. But turn 
quickly and go. Adlos!" And as suddenly 
as he appeared, ho suddenly he disappeared 
behind the rocks. 

As the good man retraced hie weary 
way, thanking God tor his deliverance, he 
wished that he might know who had been 
tale deliverer. A strange old man. What 
was It that made him think of Rudolfo— 
tals boy friend of years before? How he 
had loved him and yearned lor Mm! How 
he grieved when they told him that Rudol- 
fo had entered the training echool for 
priests! Poor boy, was he to be lost? 

Waa the good man'e faith growing faintt 

(«3) 
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TlM lame great 1ot« wbtoh galdod tht 
stepa of tli« mlMlonary and turnod them 
troffl deatb was watching over tbla blinded. 
mtBguldad youtb, and was yet to lead blm 
Into patba of safety and right. 

It waa post the retiring hour In the «Jl- 

Mif|fPU^|E||j^ l^e. The doorkeeper waited to close Ui« 

' ' '' ' - heavy street door. An-d yet he knew that 

his favorite, the young man Rndolfo, waa 

not ret within, and he oontlnned to wait. 

"Why Is not the door cloeed?" called 
the priest on hla nightly walk through the 
corridor. "Cloae It, I tell thee." 

"Tee, Esther," waa the obedient reply. 
The heavy door waa swinging when there 
was a hurried step on the pavement with- 
out, and the young priest Rudolfo 
stepiped In. 

"Where bast thou been all dayT" de- 
I manded the prleat, turning upon him. 

' "With my mother!" They faced each 

other a moment. Both knew the tie. "Re- 
main m thy room to-morrow till I send 
for thee!" 

The young pi-ieat had never been sub- 
jected to punishment as had other stu- 
dents. Well aware of that fact he had but 
little fear. The excitement and fatigue 
produced a long, sound sleep. His Impris- 
onment gave opportunity for the longer 
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rwt. AlxHit noon be was called Into th* 
presence of ttis father. His manner ot the 
nlgbt before bnd undergone a change. 

With a kind smile and mild tone the 
prleat began. 

"Hy aon, thou dost know how well thov 
art loved and how thou art privileged u 
no other here. How It bae grieved me to 
hear thy deliberate falsehood of last 
night. Why didst thou lie to me7" 

"Perhaps t>ecauBe I have so well learned 
that art since coming here!" replied the 
young man in tonee equally bland. 

"I had thought last night to visit upon 
thee deserving punishment!" replied the 
priest, frowning. "But I have decided to 
leave thee with thine own conscleace. But 
hereafter thou art not free to come and 
go as thou hast done. True, thou hast al- 
ways been required to obtain the leave of 
absence from the building, but we lutve 
BO far always trusted thee to such an ex- 
tent that thy errand has never been a«ked. 
But hereafter remember, that whenever tt 
becomes necessary to grant to thee permis- 
sion (or absence from the building, thy 
errand will also be required!" 

The youog man made no answer. "And 
one word more before thy departure! " 
The father was decidedly ill at ease, his 
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mftniier unlike tli« aJr of lalf-repiMa of tho 
mommt betore. ' 

"Dost thou knoif aught at the leader of 
the berotics? Hast thou commuulcatloiij 
with any o( the sectT" 

"I know naught ot them," waa tba reply. 
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CHAFTHR IX 



"And so tbe girl 1b quite stubborn, la 

she!" 80 Bald the man within the confes- 
sional to Ills penltenb, the mother of Elena. 
"And hast thou done all In thy power. 
daughter?" 

"Oh, yea. Father!" sobbed the woman. 

"Well," continued the man, "then It Is 
time for th; priest 10 help. She refuses 
to come to mass, to come to tbe confea- 
slonal, she Inslets on attendance upon the 
serrices of the heretics and she pretends 
to read her Bible slone, unaided by 
her priest Her soul indeed is In great 
danger. But do not despair, daughter! 
I hare a plan. She shall yet he saTed! 
She must be removed at once from the 
pernicious influence of these heretics. 
This thou dost clearly see, daughter! But 
I know a safe retreat. In the school of 
the Sisters Angelina she will be sheltered, 
and in time the seeds of heresy sown In 
her heart wilt die tor laclc of nourishment. 

"Now the stage leaves to-morrow morn 

for the school, and thou must be tbe one 

to carry her thence. I will give thee ■ 
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letter of Introduction to the 3Uter«, tbat 
tbeT m&T know how to meet the case. But, 
daugliter, there must be all haste. Thou 
must surely eo to-morrow, and there must 
be all eecrecy lest the girl escape us. 
Tell her that thou art suddenly summoned 
to the dying bed of some old friend and 
that thou dost need her assistance. Tell 
her anything that will take her with thee. 
Of course the Holy Church does frown 
upon deceptions. But this la not decep- 
tion. All means are fair that will save 
an Immortal soul from destruction. 1 
know it is a hard thing for thee to do, 
daughter, put thou wilt not tall! It will 
bt, word the cost, the saving of thy 
child!" 

The man paused to breathe. He did 
not add what was In his thoughts, that 
there had been brewlng-in his mind tor 
some time a plan tor the removal of this 
fair maid. Por there had been wliiapera 
of late that there was danger that the 
Churcli would lose the young prleat Ru- 
dollo because of this same girl. 

The mother tearfully promised and 
went her way. She. with a mother's heart, 
a mother's love. But before love, before 
honor even, must be obedience to tbe 
voice of her priest. 

It was all o?er. The girl was safe 
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undar look &nd key la tha "Sliter'i ftel- 
nS9." ElaoB knew Uiat ibe h&d been da- 
oelved b7 mother uid by priest. Sha 
knew, too, that when father and mother 
forsook, the Lord would take her up. 
She had been searched. Her little Bible 
had been taken from her, but, ah! thej 
could not seaTch her lieart and take fr.:im 
thence the treasure hid. 

Solitude, cold, hunger, threats and pun- 
ishment could not draw Irom tbat once 
timid girl the words "I recant." And 
though the convent walla were thick 
and cold and dark, the heavenly hope 
filled her soul with warmth and light. 
And peace and courage, God's glfta to 
bis children, were hers. 

Months had passed. The mysterious 
disappearance ol Elena, the beautiful 
daughter of Corona, had ceased to be a 
subject of public speculation. Her 
mxnther's face had grown aad, her steps 
slow. Did she know aught of her daugh- 
ter that she would not reveal? And the 
young priest Rudolfo, what o( blm? When 
the girl had first disappeared, in his des- 
peration he had boldly sought her. Lit- 
tle did he care, though men wondered and 
Jeered. It was even rumored that Elena 
was secreted 'in the house of the Protes- 
tant priest, and thither he went in hla 
(68) 



iizodbvGooglc" 



searcb. The good man told bim tow bli 
heart waited and yearned for hU Balvatlon, 
but to the Toung man, tben, thers seemed 
no Intereat, no thought save to find lila 
lost fllena. All hU search had been In 
vain. He determined then to leave th» 
college, to renounce hia priesthood. But 
tie knowledge of hla unfitneas for any oc- 
capatiiMi in business, torcod him to hea- 
itate. Even hia own mother would prob- 
ably refuse to receive him again. High 
life, in Mexico, la la natnral enmity to 
manual labor, and his training tor the 
priesthood In no way gave him a taste 
for work. He knew not what to do — 
where to go. There seemed nowhere else. 
Thus It was that the paaelng weeks and 
montiia still found klm there, unhappy, 
restless. The father superior was confi- 
dent that with .Elena removed from hIa 
sight and thoughts the young man would 
in time submit to the career before hlra. 
But as time passed and no news came of 
the lost girl, the young man grew silent, 
sullen and despairing. 
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CHAPTEE. X, 

FAITHFUL. 

"One ot tliOBe despicable heretics hSM 
been brought In hibher, and caet Into ttiat 
little empty back room. Ttat room that 
used to be the cell of the 'old crazy monk'. 
He has been in there a day and a night. 
They think to make him recant, but those 
bpretics are a stubborn lot." 

Thus spoke one of a group o( students 
standing in the college court yard. The 
young Rudolfo was approaching the group 
and hla blood was stirrel at the words, 

"Who put him there?" he asked sharply. 

"By order of the priest, methlnke, or 
better, by order or the Holy Church," said 

"Art thou perchance interested in this 
dog of a heretic?" sneered another. Ru- 
dolfo had never entered that little back 
room since he used to meet his uncle 
there. He avoided the place, but now he 
walked quickly across the yard. The door 
was closed. He stood without a few mo- 
ments, but heard no sound, and. concluded 
that the prisoner had been releiaeed. Ru- 
dolfo was occupied through the day, for 
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be liad completed hla course of laatnic- 
tJon ftnd In a abort time was to enter 
upon tbe duties ol a fultr equipped priest. 
But as ulgbt cam« on bit eleep was 
troubled. In dreams be aeemed again a 
t07, kneeling br bis nnole'a dying bed and 
listening to tbe words of Felipe. Tlien 
he beard tbe missionary saying: 

"Wboaoever, tberetore, aball confeae ma 
belors men, blm also will I confess before 
my Fatber wblcb Is In beaven." 

"But whosoever sball deny me before 
men, blm also will I deny before my Fa- 
ther wblcb Is In beaven," 

And now he thought of Juan, his moth- 
er's faithful old servant, and how he 
pleaded with bis young master to contesa 
his Savior. 

"Poor old Juan!' thought the young 
priest, aroused from his dreams. "My 
faithful old Juan! I bad well nigb for- 
gotten thee! But I will make amends 
and soon look thee up again!" 

The next morning as Rudolfo- was com- 
ing out from early mass in tbe chapel, 
he beard loud voicea In tbe back court A 
crowd bad pushed In through the back 
gate and others were entering. Tbe old 
prisoner bad been dragged into the yard. 

"He will not recant! Then let tbe dog 
die!" 
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"Let bits feel flrst tbe toscb ef the 
laati! Maybap tbat vlll unldces hl> 
thougbta!" 

Down on tbe ground waa an old man 
kneeling, atrlpped to Uie waist, his banda 
ftstened behind bim. Above bim stood 
one wltb uplifted band boldlns a Bcourge, 
a forbidden Instrument now, but nevertbe- 
lees kept hj the most Holy Church to 
nee, In secret, whenever the occasion de- 
mande. 

The 70ung man stood a moment at a 
distance, ae he Baw and heard blow after 
blow fall and bear tbe bare flesh. No 
Bound escaped tbe prisoner. This seemed 
the more to madden the mob. One drew 
near and threw a heavy atone. Another, 
with a savage kick, tbrew the old man 
forward upon bis face. 

"He Is dead!" cried one. 

"Have mercy! spare the gray hairs!" 
came a voice from tbe crowd. 

At this moment Rudolfo rushed to the 
center. Tbe old man la? upon tbe ground, 
his face tiiT-ned toward him. One look 
at that prostrate form and Into that face 
and tbe young priest leaped like an Infu- 
riated beast. 

"Juan!" he cried. "My old Juan! Dlab- 
c!oa! Por Dies cease!" 

\Hb leaned over the fallen man to raise 
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him. The crowd had drawa back a mo- 
ment Thea oa» called. "Taka him, too. 
He ti one ot them. A tnltor! Let him 
die too!" 

The fo\ins man iprang to bis feet and 
faced the angry mob, hU eyes biasing 
and every nerre quivering; Hla voice was 
strange as he cried: 

"Touch me who dares!" 

But no one dared. Then a sudden si- 
lence fell, for In through the gate and 
through the crowd walked the mlBslon- 
ary. He was silent as he stood before 
them, but there was something In that 
stem gaze that no one cared to meet, 
and one ijy one the crowd fell t>ack. 

"Bring water!" he said, as he stooped 
and with hU knife cut the cords, and then 
with his handkerchief bathed the face and 
head of the unconscious man. And then 
hfi looked to see who was supporting In 
his arms the old man. The eyes of the 
two met for a moment, bat no word was 
said. 

From his concealment walked forth the 
priest, who had instigated the deed, but 
wisely kept himself from view. 

"And what dost thou here, leader of the 
heretics? Begone!" 

"f go when I take my brother with me!" 
'nas the fearless reply. 
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Tben stood the mUalonu'y uiKui Ua 
feet, and turning to tbe crowd: 

"Is it tliui tbst je take the law wltbui 
your own handB? Te, a law-profeulsg 
people! IBut yon are the one reeponslbl«!" 
turnlns to the priest, "and Justice will be 
Dieted out for you! Qoii's justice never 
falls!" 

"Take Uie carcais ot the dog with you 
and begone!" angrily said the man In 
the black robe ae he disappeared from 
view. The crowd began to scatter, some 
nith angry threats and muttered insults, 
some with merry ridicule. But one e^me 
and helped the missionary and the young 
priest, as together they carried the man, 
now regaining consciousness, Into the 
street, and lifted htm into the hack which 
they had called. Faithfully, these two, in 
the house of the mlBslonary, ministered 
to their suffering friend. But 'he bad not 
long to suffer. 

"Sit near me, >ouEg master, and read 
me once more these words." 

The young priest opened and read: 

"And there shall be no more death, 
neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall 
there be any more pain, and God shall 
nrlpo away all tears from their eyes." 

"Dear young master," whispered the old 

man slowly, "this little book you now hold 
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vM the one your aacle held in death. He 
bequeathed to you his little crucifix. I now 
he^ueatli to you my Bible. May It lead 
;ou and keep you till we meet again, 
young maeter!" 
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BELEASBl). 

Rudolfo had scarce refrained hlmselt 
before the Buffering, dying Juan. But 
when all was over his wrath oould find 
no words. 

"Oh, eenor! I hate them! I hate them! 
The cruel decelvere! I would fight them! 
Will you not send to your country, for your 
people are strong, and bring men here, 
and we will drive them from among iis7" 

"My kingdom Ib not of Itois world, tor 
then would my servanta fight," responded 
the quiet voice. 

"My father aald there would be battles 
to fight for iMexlco, and I am ready to be- 
gin. Oh, that I might destroy tbem!" 
cried the excited young man. 

"Yea, even now is the battle waging. It 
Is between wrong and right, but the weap- 
ons are not carnal. 

"The armor of Ood Is tihls: 

" 'Your loins girt about with truth, and 

having on the breastplate of righteousness, 

and your feet ahod with the preparation of 

the gospel of peace. Above all — taking 
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the ihleld of faith— and take tbe helmet 
of salvation, and the iword at tb« Spirit, 
nhlch ii the Word of God.' 

"Are you ready to put on thla armor, my 
young friend?" 

E'er a moment the two looked Into eacb 
ether's eyes. Waa there something that 
spoke from the soul of one to the soul 
of tbe other, for the missionary loved tAie 
boy, and the proud young man, for the 
first time, knew his master. 

"No, senor, I am not ready yet; I am 
not worthy yet," came the reply In hum- 
bled tone. 

"What are you going to do now, my 
■ boy?" The question aroused the young 
man. He raised hla head, for with that 
question had come the knowledge of his 
release. He knew now that be was free. 
He knew that he could no longer return 
tc the college. Ha knew that he would 
not be received there. He knew that his 
mother even would refuse to receive him. 

"Your home is here with us, until you 
choose to find another," said the kind 

"I will go first and see If my mother 
will listen to me." 

Meantime, the missionary went to ascer- 
tain whether the law could be meted out 
to tbose murderers. But nothing was done. 
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Punlitment of the oSenden wu pronl- 
Ised, but they could not be found. Be 
Bought permission to plkce Ui« vrons be- 
fore the public, throngli the press, but thl> 
WEU) relused. 

Rudolfo found hla mother much broken. 
She had heard the story. 

"To think that I should live to have 
this disgrace brought upon me! And by 
my own son! Ob, the shame, th« abame!" 

"Shame!" cried the young man hotly, 
"shame! Then it Is no shame that your 
brother, my old uncle, was defrauded of 
all. that our own home was taken from 
nsT No shame that all has gone from us 
on the false pretense of liberating my 
father's soul from purgatory? And is It 
no shame that our faithful Juan was ban- 
ished and now cruelly put to death? Oh, 
mother, my mother, how can we who have 
lived these years under this tyranny that 
knows no shame, how can we talk of 
shame? I have been Uvlng In Intimacy 
now with the priests of our Church, and I 
can prove to you Its falseness!" 

Then the young man controlled himself 
and In subdued tones told his mother about 
the sufferings of their falthfu] Juan, about 
his last words and about what the mis- 
sionary had told htm. He told ber that 
be was now about to identify himself with 
(78) 



iizodb, Google 



the ProteitAnta, and belted her to come 
with hfm. 

■ The proud, beautiful woman wept, but 
■aid, "No, •OS, it can not be I We haT« 
not been deoeired. Thou art the deluded 
one! Thr soul will go to deitructlon and 
thou wouldat take me with thee!" 

"Mother!" again cried out t^e young 
man. "The Church of Rome le reaponelble 
for the — shall I say death — at least thb 
disappearance of Elena!" 

Then the mother said: "Then If you 
loved Elena, bow dldal thou reconcile that 
with thy Intention to became a priest?" 

"Ah, mother, that was the worst of all! 
1 was deceiving you all. I wont there 
first to please you, mother. But 1 never 
did Intend to become a priest until EHena 
was taken from me, and then In my de- 
spair I had about yielded myself! But 
now I am free. Qod will forgive, and my 
life shall be a warning to others!" 

There was silence for a white. Then 
the mother said: 

"Then you must choose between me 
and disgrace! I bave no son who Is a 
heretic!" 

"If you say so, I will choose, mother, 
between you and — not disgrace — but 
Jesus. As you say, mother!" 

Rudolfo went to his own room. His lit- 
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tie trunk waa there. It had been aent 
taom« from the college. He gathered up 
blfl few belonglngB aad placed them In hla 
trunk. His uncle's crucifix be atlU wore 
on bla bosom, under bis garments. He 
took It from htm and placed ft tn the 
trunk. The New Testament, the gift of 
dying Juan, be placed by its side. 

It waa not the same proud, self-aecure 
young man, who later presented himself 
at the home of the missionary. Rather, It 
was the face of one who had met his foe 
and the struggle still on. 

"Tou are welcome," said the good man 
wltb that quiet, reasanrlng amile of his. 
"Ton know even the Son of God, when on 
earth, bad not where to lay his bead." 

"I have enllated, senor," said the young 
man. "I am ready for the flght, but 1 
know not which way to turn." The tone 
was low and bumble. 

"I know all about It, my young friend. 
IE Is eo because you are flghtlns alone! 
But you need not battle alone! Your Cap- 
tain Is waiting only for you to call him 
to your side!" 

"Teadi me bow, senor!" 

Then how lovingly the mlsslonarr 
pointed out the way, straight to Jesos. 
Together they kneeled, and both called 
for help. 
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Wben they arose there was a new look 
la that face — a new light In those eyea. 
Both knew that the aurrender had been 
made. There was no need for words, foi' 
such J07 needeth no human speech. 
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CHAiFTEIR Zn. 

fOUHD. 

Rudolto w&a now occupied with new 
■tudiet — Dew Btudles tbat unfolded won- 
derful tblnga. The young man was Aie 
nilaslenary's comp»nloii, and together the; 
walked the streets, or traveled to obber 
villages to teach and preach. 

But often hlB heart turned toward his 
lost Elena. If he only could bell her that 
now be shared her joy and hope! 

And had his lastructors In college 
dropped blm out of mind? By no meane! 

One .day, a former friend and classmate 
suddenly came upon falm in the street. 
"Amlgo, I have been seeking opportunity 
to give thee waralngl Take It. For thy 
life la bunted by thy former Instructors! 
Flee, I tell thee!" 

But with his characteristic fearlessness 
the young man paid little heed. He had 
heard other threats. So the next day 
Rudolto entered, as he frequently did, a 
little lunching room. 

With the last course his coffee was 
brought Instantly another waiter en- 
tered and swiftly removed the cup. Amid 
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tb« loud talk and joking eolne on at other 
tables, tlio waiter again came to bis side. 
Handing him another cup of coffee he hur- 
riedly wlilBpered. 'There waa polaon In 
that cap! Do not enter here again! ^nd 
If 70U value your life, escape from this 

'Rudolf o told the miselonary. "Tee," 
■aid the Eood man, '7 have been aware 
that thy life U tn danger, and I have made 
arrangement for thee to go away for a 
while, to our school of preparation for the 
ministry. There thou wilt leam, and be 
safe, at least till danger here baa passed." 

The missionary accompanied blm part 
way, when hy train he went to tiie cen- 
tral part of Mexico. Here he waa wel- 
comed by fellow countrymen, who were 
preparing for usefulneaa In their own land. 
He wctB happy In his new surroundings, 
but often, acroBB it all, there tell a shad- 
ow. His mother, alone and unhappy, It 
she only could be with him! And Elena, 
hla beautiful one! Oh, If he could know 
where she was! 

A few days later an errand took him 
Into the other part of the town where was 
a Protestant boarding school tor girls. As 
he neared the gateway he saw several girls 
standing. lEWen at that distance the out- 
line and movements of one of tbem at- 
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tr&cted blB attention. Suddenly bis heart 
eave a Joyous bound, lor betore btm be 
■AW Us lost Elena. 

Tbe £lrl turned, looked, and crl@d out, 
"Rufot Ob, Rufo! Can It be!" 

"Elena, my own lost one! Tel] me, I 
pray thee!" 

Instinctively the otter glrla withdrew. 
"I can not tell you all now. Some other 
time I will. I waa deceived, and carried 
to the Sisters Angelina's school. Rut I 
was there only a short time. My Heav- 
enly Father granted me speedy release. 
One morning, the sister, who had come to 
see me at early dawn, to learn whether 
I would recant, left the door open. I think 
she intended to return at once. Day was 
juat beginning to break. The ball was 
still dark, but I fled through an open door 
into Hie court, and Eound tbe back gate 
unlocked, for the servant had Just passed. 
New strength was given me, and I ran and 
ran, not knowing whether I was pursued 
oi not. There was scarce any person on 
tbe street. At last I reached an open 
door where stood a foreign lady. I felt 
somehow that she would protect me. i 
fell before her, but she raised and led me 
within, and tihough she could not talK with 
me, her husband came, who understood 
my worda. 
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"Ther kept me, so good and kind to 
me were tliey. I wae sick for a long time. 
And after I recovered they sent me here. 
I have been very happy, but so oCten think 
of my mother. I have written to her eev- 
era! times since coming here, hut receive 
no reply. Tell me of her!" 

Then he told her what he knew, briefly, 
of all that had happened since their sepa- 
ration. 

"Ton have changed!" each said to the 
other. The girl was dawning Into beauti- 
ful womanhood, tlte lines of sadness in 
that sweet face making it all the more 
lovely; and he, as handsome as ever, but 
with the flash ot bis black eyes under con- 
trol, and a look of quiet repose upon the 
strong face. 

Tesra have passed; they have both 
completed their course ot study and are 
once again in their own old home. There 
are two old ladles who do not hesitate to 
say that the bright black-eyed little boy 
is their "grandson." Indeed, the little one 
does not know which "grandma" or which 
home is the beet. 

But Elena and Rudolfo are only home 

for a visit. Their work Is elsewhere, but 

Rudolfo says he has a message for his 

old friends and townspeople. 
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The rented bouse of the miEfiion&rr, 
wltih lU beat room for tlie preaching oerr- 
Ice, has now given plaoe to the neat little 
chapel, BQd this evening It Is Rudolfo, the 
young preacher, who te giatherlng a crowd, 
for he has by no meaas been forgotten. 

"Friends," he said, "you all know me — 
the once ardent, reckless boy, wbo sold 
himself to the priesthood. I knew not my- 
self then. But Ood has revealed himself 
to me, and he has abown me myself, what 
I am to him, and what I may do for bim. 
The years that God shall grant to me must 
be given to thU work — to shoTvlng to you 
the same wonderful way tbat bas been 
made plalu to me. 

"iSy old uncle, dying, bequeathed to me 
the crucifix he bad worn upon hia bosom. 
His life was a sacrifice to the cruclflx. 
Friends, our own land, our Mexico, long 
bas been a sacrlQce to the crucifix — ^ths 
crucifix we see upon our altars, upon our 
mails, upon our temple spires. We wear 
them upon our bosoms, beautiful, golden 
cruclflxee. But. oh, how heavy they have 
grown, till we are a inking, sinking, 
crushed beneath their weight. Let us 
arise! Liet us throw tbelr weight from 
us! It Is not the crucifix we need, but 
the cross — the cross of Christ. Oh, friends 
and neighbors, come with me! Let ua 
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ceaifl not to cry, W warn, to ralH, all 
over our Mexico, the fallen ones, utd to 
lead them not to the cmclflz, but to the 
cron of Christ!" 
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THE HERETICS. 



CHAPTER 1. 



"Thou wilt watch moet carefally, Lola, 
over these two! Do not allow them oui 
or tliy sight!" 

Thus spake the Senora Alicia de Peralta 
to lier maid, who was about to take in 
charge' the iittle six-year-old twins, 
Mariana and Frederico. 

They were to go to the Flaza, where 
every afternoon gathered a merry crowd; 
friends to meet, riclily -dressed senorltas 
vith their chaperons and novlos (lovers) 
to promenade together, venders of dulces 
<Eweets) and cooling drinks to press the 
throng, strangers to sit and watch, while, 
above all, floated strains of heautitul band 
music, now soft and low, now free and 
soul lifting, for the people of Mexico love 
and make true music. 

Dona Alicia watched the trio fondly till 
they disappeared from aight, and well 
might she be proud of her own, for there 
viere no lovelier children in all the city. 

She herself was one of the tovellest of 
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woman when, as s bride, Don Fernando 
PfliulU had brougM ber, a tew 7earB be- 
ton, from tbe Capital City to tbe new west 
of Mexico. Hers was the beauty an^ 
grace of bigb-born lineage, and berB the 
same dark, mournful Uoorlab eyes tor 
which the women of her native Granada 
have always been famouB. 

Small wonder, then, that trienda had 
declared theykaew apart these lovely 
baby twins only by their eyes; Mariana's 
black and shining like stars, the boy 
Frederlco's large and mournful like hid 
mother's, but with such a look of quea- 
Moning wonder In their depths that sho 
Via wont to exclaim as she gathered him 
in her arms, "Tell me, little aon, only 
speak and tell me what thou wouldst 
know!" 

The maid, Lola, too, loved tier beautiful 
charges, but once down In the Plaza, seat- 
ed under an oleander, her admiring and 
handsome Antonio by her side, holding 
her hand and whispering sly words of love 
In her ear, alasl she forgot the twins and 
their mother's parting admonition. 

Frederlco was safe, seated near the or- 
chestra, filling hia Bonl with the music 
that he so loved. 

Mariana, beautiful In white dress and 

fluttering ribbons, was flitting from table 
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to aUnd tr;liiK to decide from which of 
Uie fruits and duJcet to buy. 

"This way, pretty onel Hare 1b what 
you want," she heard, and, looking up. 
saw a womaa, head and shoulders envel- 
oped In her rebozo (cotton shawl). Hei 
ejea alone were visible. 

"Right over here are lovely sugar birds 
arid flowers, too lifelike and sweet to eat, 
but not too sweet for thee, pretty one.' 
At the same time she took the child by 
the hand and led her on. 

It was only a moment's walk across the 
street, where she lifted the girl into her 
arms, wrapping about her the rehozo she 
Trore. As Mariana struggled lo free her- 
self, the woman told her of lovely things 
they were soon to see. Once around the 
corner, ahe quickened her pace, running 
and talking the while. Into an alley she 
turned, and, lifting the door latch, en- 
tered a low adobe room. 

The child began to scream. "Callate ' 
('Keep quiet") was roughly spoken. 

An Inner door was opened and a face 
peeped in. 

"Go quickly," spoke the woman, "anil 
send hither 'El moso del Diabolo' (the 
uevil's errand boy)." 

"Mamma, oh, my mamma! Take me to 

" cried tlie child. 
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"Tei, yes — tbou stialt loon go, verj 
BooD," meanwhile awirtlr remoTiiiK ear 
and finger rings and a slender chain from 
nhlch a cross wag pendant. 

"Dost wiah to see thy mother, child? 
Yea— very soon — " 

"But my rings — my golden cross that 
niamma gave me!" 

'iChit, nina! Thy mother will give thee 
others!" 

The door opened again and a man 
slouched in. His eyes were narrow and 
shifting, and he drew down hU bat to 
cover from view an ugly scar across his 
temple. 

At sight of him the girl screamed louder. 
"Valsame! This noise will never do! 
Vete!" exclaimed the woman. "Oo and 
call Jose to take thy place. See thou that 
the horse he ready at once." 

The screaming girl was told that if she 
did not stop that noise, she would not be 
carried to her mother. So, struggling with 
her sohs, she allowed herself to be lifted 
tc the horse In front of a man who 
wrapped about her hood and cloak. 

"If thou dost make one noise, I will not 
take tbee home!" spoXe the man in low 
tone, as tbey emerged from the corral Into 
the street. 

But tbe streets grew dirtier and nar- 
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rower, the housea imsller and far be- 
tween, till Bt length they were apon a 
bare, diiit7 plain. 

"My mammEi," sobbed tbe sirl. "Tou 
eald 7on would take me to my mamma'." 

'XIalUta, else 1 will kill tbee rtcht 

Several leasuee were covered, the terri- 
fied child daring to make no nolae, till tbe 
horae turned up toward die hills, entering 
a narrow canyon, wbere. following a path 
through the meaqutte growth, they and- 
denly drew In before a shanty made of 
branches and gr^ss. 

A. lean yellow dog lying in the doorway 
began to growl, only to be kicked aside 
by a couple of Ill-appearing men with 
faces partly hid from view 'neath clouds 
of tobacco smoke. 

A woman stepped from within and lifted 
the trembling cbild to tbe ground. 

"My mother, oh, they promised to take 
me to my motberl" broke out again the 
girl. 

"To-morrow, child! It be too late this 
day, — to-morrow! Marls Santlsslma! What 
a beauty! But how !b this? Were there 
DO Jewels, Jose?" 

Jose shrugged bis shoulders, spat and 
SB Id deliberately: 

"Dona Petra might enlighten Uiee m to 
(W) 
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tlutt I took the child as atae was banded 
to me I" 

"Hew hftppenH It that thou hast doii« 
the carrriDK, and aot 'E\ mozo del Dlsb- 
olo'T" 

"ItQlea Babe! Unless It be that this 
ledy was not bo well pleased with his 
Icoks as with mine. Quien Babe!" 

"This richly -embroidered dress and un- 
der sarmenta and ablnlng bootees 111 fit thy 
surroundlnga, child," said the woman, lead- 
ing Mariana wlt>hln the hut and removing 
ciothea and shoeg and replacing them with 
others, a oiled and torn. 

"To-morrow thou shalt have thy gar- 
ments again and return to thy mother!" 

"Those curls may be an undesirable 
mark," grnfily apoke out one of the men. 
At the same time, reaching up, he drew 
from tie entwining branches of the wall 
a pair of sheara which he handed to the 

Back in a ahadowed corner of the room, 
all this time, there reclined upon a bed of 
raga, a lad of perhaps ten or twelve years, 
Intently watching. He straightened up as 
the woman began to clip the black glossy 
curls, 

"My halrl My curls! Papa's curia they 
are!" screamed the child. "Oh, do not cot 
them I" 
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At tbat inBtant, up ipraiiK the bo7> wltb 
blazing eyes, and, leaping acroaa the 
room, with one swift blow he knocked the 
flhean from the woman's hand. 

"The devil Is loosel" she screamed. One 
ot the men buret into a coarse laugh, while 
the other, striding to the bo7, seized him 
by the arm, and, drawing from his side a 
long knife, held It aloft 

"Kill me!" cried the boy. "But only 
cowards harm a beautitul little girl like 
tlila!" 

Amid ahoute of laughter the knife was 
replaced and the boy pushed back to his 
comer, while the cnrls were all removed. 
And now, in place of Mariana, the beautl- 
fal little daughter of Peralta, stood a 
r&ggeii, shorn, tear-stained, trembling lit- 
tle creature whom even her own mother 
would not hare known. 

Scarce knowing what she did, she stag- 
gered toward the boy, and as none for- 
bade her, fell down beside him. 

"Do not cry, bonita," whispered the boy 
as he reached out and drew her to him. 
She clung to him, sobbing, "Mamma, oh. 
my mamma!" 

"You will see mamma, I think, in a ten 
days," he whispered again. 

But night was creeping down the moun- 
tain side, orer the canyon and but, as it 
(«T) 
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to Ude from t1«w Ita cruelty and orIm«. 
On the sroiind, ouUlde, atlll gloved the 
remnantB of a few bornlns sticks of wood, 
and on tbese coals stood an earthen Jar 
ot atol« (commeal gruel). The woman 
poured from It Into an earthen cnp, and 
carried It to the children. 

"Drink, little one," said the boy, holding 
t> her the cup. But she refused. "Yes, 
thou must drink! 1 want thee to. Thou 
must keep well to see mamma again!" 

She took the cup and drank. "Now, do 
not be afraid! I will not let them hurt 
thee. Lie down and sleep." And he ar- 
ranged more smoothly the bed of raijB. 

The embers burned out. The stars, one 
by one, awoke, peeping down through the 
openlngB In the roof. The owls called to 
e&ch other up In the ravine, while further 
up was heard the cry of a coyote. . . . 
And through It all slept the hardened men 
and women, each wrapped In a blanket, 
lying upon the ground floor, across the 
doorway. 

But the boy lay upon his couch of rags 
thinking — thinking. He could not sleep. 
He, too, had been stolen from home and 
fend parents. iSeveral times he had at- 
t^^mpted escape, but each time had been 
pi'evented. He knew not what was to he 
his fate, and from fright and resistance 
{«) 
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hH had grown Into a sullen despair. But 
that night Eomething new had come Into 
his Itfe. This little helpless creature, and 
bc' must arouse himself and become a man 
that be might protect ber. And as the 
little fevered girl tossed and moaned In 
her sleep, sobbing, "Mamma, mamma," he 
reached up and laid his band upon her. 
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CHAPTER ir. 



Meanwhile, there was great consterna- 
tion down at the Plaza, when It was 
Ifnown that Mariana was missing. Tlie 
terrified and con8cience«tr!cIien liOla rs- 
tiieed Ui return to her mlstreaa. An ot- 
fioer took tlie boy and tbe ead tldingo ;o 
the home. Through the night and through 
the following daye, search was made ail 
over the city, while the mother lay in 
swoons and critical illneee. But no little 
girl was found. 

Aa ooon sa able to arise from her bed, 
Bhe crawled to an Inner chamber, where, 
prOEFtrate before the ehrine and [tainted 
Image of the Virgin, she moaned: 

"Oh, Holy Mother of God, Holy Virgin. 
bring to me my child!" 

The boy, Frederico, who scarce had left 
hie mother's side these days of grief, stood 
listening, and looking with those big, 
questioning eyes. The mother continued 
her pleading, the boy stilt watching, while 
the candles burned on and the Image attU 
loolied down upon them. 

"MamHdta," whlajieied the Iwy, dmw- 
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lug cl«M U) bJfl mother. "Look, she be«ds 

not! Tboii heat told in« of God wlio mad« 
lut all. Isn't QoA the greatest? Whr doat 
thou not ask ot blm?" 

"Tee, true, little eon," replied the moth- 
er, arousing herBell. "Yet thou may«fit not 
epeak thus lightly ot our holy blessed Vir- 
gin."' 

But continued aupplicatlone to the Holy 
Virgin brought no little girl, no oonsola- 
tloa to the mother's breaking h«art. In 
' despair She sought her prleet at the oon- 
fesslonal. 

"Oh, Father," she cried, "is H because 
or sin ot mine that I am tbufl punisbedT 
Tell me, I beseech thee, what of penance 
1 may do, or ol offering I may bring that 
I may find my daughter!" 

Tie priest looked a moment upon tha 
broken woman. He saw his opportunity 
but he answered guardedly: 

"No, daughter, thou bast committed no 
sin. This Is not a punlfibment. It Is In- 
deed a strange dispensation, but mothlnks 
it Is yet to be for good; for thine own 
sanctiflcatlon and to be tor the greater 
glory of our own bleseed Virgin and 
Mother. Shan I make Intercession to her 
for thee? Surely thou dost know her 
power, for 'many things are asked of Ood 
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and are not granted; they axe aaked from 
Mar; and are obtained. And how is thU? 
It U becauEe God has thus decreed to 
honor his Mother.' (Qlorlee of Mary. p. 
113.) 

" 'Why! Mary wa« mads mediatrees 
even ot our salvation. It is true, that In 
dying Jesua wished to be alone; but when 
God Baw the great desire of Mary to de- 
vote herself also to the salvation of men, 
he ordained that hy the sacrifice and of- 
fering of the life of this saine JeauB, she 
might co-operate with him In the work of 
our salvation, and thus become the Mother 
of our soula.' (Glories of Mary, p. 43.) 

" 'All who are saved are saved only by 
meana of this divine Mother' (p. a). 'God 
has placed the whole price of redemption 
in the hands of Mary, that ehe may dis- 
pense it at will' (p. 85). 'Our salvation 
Is la the hands of Mary. He who is pro- 
tected by Mary will be saved; he who le 
not will be lost' (p. 144), 'At the con- 
mand of Mary, all obey, even God' (p. 
155). 

"Then, daughter, If her power is thus 
equal with God's in the soul's salvation, 
she has power to bring again to thee thy 
lost. Shall I invoke her aid?" 

"Oh, yea, do, Father!" 
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"But thou dost know that before any- 
thing can ba done, maney will be a«ce«- 
•ary?" 

Dona Alicia raised lier bead. For tbe 
first time the worda of her prleet grated 
harshly on her ears. "Money, money! 
Why was It always money! For pity, for 
love of her and her child ought tie to be 
willing to aid, and not for money! He 
was cruel!'' 

Her heart smote her for thle thougbt of 
her priest, and ebe replied: 

"Yes. Father, how much will be re- 
quired?" 

"Well," replied the man slowly, "a 
great many masses will be required, tor 
our earneetneBs will be tested; six hun- 
dred dollars — say, five hundred, for thou 
hast ever been a faitbful daughter of the 
Church!" 

Dcroa Alicia did not reply. "My hus- 
band, what will he think and say?'' flashed 
through her mind. The only thorn in the 
happy married life of Dona Alicia and 
Don Fernando Peralta ha:! been her prleet. 

"Thou art allowing another man, thy 
priest, to come In between us! He It la, 
and not thy husband, who holds the se- 
cret! of thy heart. Many a home has thus 
b«en tnvhen. Many Uvea have thus been 
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wporatod. Thou dost know tbia, Allcta, 
yet I loT« &iid trust tbee, mr vlfe. Nor 
It thla oil; 0i6j havo taken trom me, too, 
my money on Calse pratenaes. I b^rudge 
It not wlien deeerTOd, but when tbey de- 
ceive to get k from me, I will refuae." 

Tbufi had often said her huabAOd to her, 
and It wad such words ae theee that 
rushed to her memory as she stood, silent, 
before her priest, 

"Is it not worth the cost, my daughter?" 
said the man, notlclns her heflltoncy. 

"Yes — oh, yea — but my hiisbandt" ahe 
faltered. 

"Need thy husband linowT Is not the 
mon^ thine as well as hia7" 

The woman recoiled as from a blow. 
Looking Into her eyes, the iwleet knew he 
had blundered. 

Ere ho could reply, she arose. "I will 
tell my husband. He will Bend to you the 
money.'' 
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CHAPTKE HI, 
The Ransom. 

MarlaiiEi clung to h«r new rounid pm- 
teotor. They w«re conidnuaJly watcliad, 
net allowed out of slgLt; yot they often 
had frequent oppoitunitlee tor converea- 
tion, spending hotira togaHb-er ^ttlng uad«r 
the trees neer tio ui« nui. 

Aurello told her hjs Story. Hie lovely 
hacienda home was only ten leagues from 
the city whei« Mai^tana Lived, Indeed, he 
rememberod thait the supplies from the 
hacienda were bought at the big store ot 
Perailta, Mariana's fabher. Aurello wae an 
only cb41d, accuMotiiad to the pladn and 
to long rides on his pony. acoompMiying 
the peons or alone. On such occasion, 
he VBS pursued and sedzed by a couple of 
men and carried to this place. From 
occasional words which he had over- 
beard he had concluded that he was being 
h«ld for a ransom. This he Bupposed was 
Mariana's situation aJso, end he comforted 
her by assurance of their retuTn in time. 

"Caa we not run «way soime dark olghC, 
Aurello, and find my home?" asked tt»e 
child. 
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. "No, ao! It iB tar, — leacuM and l«a«ue«. 
Ttbou couIdM not waJk lo far, and tiiey 
would soon find us again. If w« tr; to 
run away, th«7 ma; burt us, for I b4Te 
tried it many a time. But If we keep 
quiet, we will all the sooner be sent tu^ne. 
They are waiting for money." 

"Oh, my papa Is rich, he will send them 
money. Shall I tell them?" 

"No, we mufltt keep quiet and wult." 

One morning Aurello led her to a distant 
rock where they often eat togetber. "Scane- 
thiog is ^ing to happen!" he said, speak- 
ing hurriedly, "I have heard some words, 
I am to be sent home;" 

"And I, too?" Interrupted the excited 
child. 

"Be very quiet!'' continued Aurello. "No, 
querldita, I tear It le oniy I, but I promise 
this, — I will go at onoe and tell your papa 
where you are." Mariana was crying and 
laughing. 

"Come here," said the boy, and stooping, 
he drew from under the rock a Hlitle packet. 
Unwrapping the rags, he disclosed a dainty, 
slender golden chain with a little banging 
cross. 

"Oh, it la }ust like the one they took 
from me," said the girl, breathing hard. 

"Tes, my moitber gave It to me, she saJd, 
because she had no girl. I was to wear It 
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to remiiiid m« to pray moraliiK and ev«D- 
ing to our blee«ed Virgin Mary. When th«r 
took from m« my cloth«e, a» thsy did ttUaa, 
I snatched thla from my neck and put it 
in my mouth. Them when tliey did not see, 
i slipped It into my shoe, till 1 could bid« 
It out of dooro. I will glv« It to thee to 
keep till I see thee again. But I must hide 
It again, and do not take It [rom this place 
tl:l thou art going, for they will aee It and 
take It from thee." 

"Ob, 1 am eo glad. It Is so pretty! 
But I wl9h I had eometblng to give to 

"I have already something of thine!" 
laughed the boy, pulling from under his 
torn llttte shirt a ahlnlng black curl. "I 
found this w^here they had thrown thine 
hair, thy beautiful curls, and I will keep It 
to make me think of thee. And I will 
look for thy papa, and Boon thou, too, wfit 
be home a^aln!" 

"Oh, quickly, bo quickly! " cried little 
Mariana. 

"They are oalllng us now," added the boy, 
stooping to hide the packet, and ito pick up 
a handful of pebbles as an excuse. 

There was no further opportunity for 
words. The boy was told to put on quick- 
ly his own clothes, which had been hidden 
from bim. He saw two men on horses. He 
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waa told to cMmb b^lnd one of tbe 
m«m. MarltMia «hii<lder«d, for sbe saw 
again th« fellow wlibh shlEtlQs ey«6 aoid the 
■oar acrocB ble foredueaid. But she bad 
learned to make no outbrealcs. Only an 
interchange of looka waa tbere batween 
Cbfl cbltdren — one of loving fareweill. the 
other of muite, longing appeal. 

The toy saw they were approaching the 
oily, Mariana's city. 

•'I wlU cry out in the street*] I will 
about and tell tbem where sine ie, thait 
they may go at onoe and get hier!" said 
the boy to hlmaelf. 

Just out«pidc tbe woill they baltod, by 
bhe shrine ol the Virgin, wihere travel- 
ers were wont to stop and pray for safe 
journey. One of the men, reaohlng under 
the hnllow pedestal, drew somiethlng forth. 
His eyes g'.eamed. 

"Well [or thee,, boy, that this ta h«re!'' 
'be excladmed to AureUo. '^Now run to ithe 
inn of San Andres and find tliCHe who will 
t>e awaiting thee." 

Then looking again with gloating eye 
over the money, he ezclalmied, "And large 
share of this Is mine! I will get It!" 

Reaching the Inn, Aurello saw his fath- 
er standing. Rushing Inito hla arms, he 
orted: 

"Oh, h«re I am. but Mariaii« Is still 

th«re! Tell her father to go now — now— to 
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get ikve—tMsk tta«r« In this canyon; aba 
is— back in the Mils!" 

Then follomd an hour of excitement, 
frtooHls gathering; aboivt the boy, others In 
search of Peralta, Mariana's father, y/ho 
wss 'to have an arinied force and go to the 
rwcuB of his little girl. 

But none bad tak«n special note of one 
who stood b; In the crowd, with apparent 
fndltt«renoe, hie hat pulled low over an 
ugly line acroes his temple, and who, dis- 
appearing secured a fresh horse and fled 
with rapid pace across 'tihe plain, up into 
the canyon. 

Eivenlii had beon movli^ rapidly the last 
few days. As soon as Aurellols mother 
knew that her son was released, upon the 
deposit of money under the shrine, ahe, 
too, formed her plan. She Itad not suo- 
cumbed, as had Maiiana'ta mother, and now, 
as resolute as evee, she declared her Inten- 
tion to take her son, at once, with her by 
train down to the seaport, from thence 
by steamer down the coast, by caravan 
across the country to Guadalajara and to 
Mexico City, where lived her brother. 
Nothing but death, she declared, could pre- 
vent her departure from the scene of her 
oneulah. Her huSbatMl could dispose of 
the property and follow. 

They were to go at oooe. "But not tl!l 
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I »M mr deu- liltl« Harlanft." criad tb« 
bo7. "I pramlaed 'li«r, uid I want to ee« 
Iwr again!" 

But th« Senm- Peralta agreed to write u 
•oon aa hla daughter could be recovered. 

That afternoon, aa the vessel bearing Au- 
relio and his inother was steaming out of 
■the gulf, and as Senor Peralta, with his 
armed force, was nearlng the mouth of 
the canyon, a little group was winding Its 
nmjr around the foot hills beyond; a lean, 
oM horse, with a woman seated thereon, 
holidlng in front of her a little girl, while 
a man and a hungry-looking yellow dog 
walked by their side. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A DESKBTED tTi'I , 

Several yearn had passed. A teMble 
scourge was sweeping tie west coast of 
Mexico; "Flebre Amarlllo" men called It 
(Yellow Fever). Sanitary restrlctiomi 
were feeble, and the pestilence spread 
like fire across a d'ry plain. Many had 
fled at once, by the one railroad, acroae 
to Arizona. But when tlie trains were 
cut off, the masees, now thorouglilj 
alarmed, sought escape to Qie mountains. 
to the haclMidaa, aurwhere, burying their 
money and valuables till they might re' 
turn. 

Among these latter were tlie Senor 
Peralta, his wife and little Frederlco. 
Her strange indifference to the danger had 
prevented their earlier eec^iiie, and this 
delay had proved fatal to the hind Senor 
Peralta. 

"Tahe my boy and his motlier at once, 
Juan," he had said to his faithful ser- 
T&nt. "Hire a carriage, and take them 
across the country, up over our northern 
line, waere they may take the train to the 
City of Mexico. Thou wilt not lack for 
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m«Mia. Lift up the brioka under my bed, 
ttOd there tbon wilt find tbe moneT and 
the Jewels which thou mayst Mil. HikBt«ii, 
my good Juan!" 

Only & fow hours of Intense suffering 
and tJie good Don Fernando was bome 
away to be laid 4n the hastily prepareil 
burying place, where lay, side by side, 
the rich and poor alike. 

Juan would noit leave his master tlU 
he was tenderly placed away. And wbea 
he returned to search for the burled 
treoaurea, he found the brlchs upturned, 
but nothing there. 

He did not kno<w that one standing 
without, listening under the window, ha^ 
heard; one with narrow, gHttering eyej 
and a dark mark across his forehead. 
And he had laughed aloud when he beld 
In bis hand gold and pearls, rare pearls, 
white, green and black, vrbldb the divers 
had drawn from tihe deep QuK waters. 

"Ah, now," be bad exclaimed, "now I 
am rich! No longer need they call me 
'Derll'a errand boy,' nor anybody's errand 
boy! My own master now I am, for rich 
I am! I, too, may leave this city, and 
lire and travel and be a gentleman!" 

UitUe did It matter that Juan bad 

r&nnd no gold, for fals well loved mistress 

had succumbed, and tdie, too, was carried 
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away. But by Btraosera, for Juan blmself 
»8B itroetrated. Reooyerlng after a f«w 
days, be found little Frederico croncbliig 
by his Bide, they two the <mly occnpanto 
ot the once beautlfnl home of Peralta. 

Alter a few months the pestilence had 
spent Itself, and the people began to re- 
turn. But a strange ctty It looked, and 
men wept as they looked Into empty 
bcuaes and fl-treets full of rubWeh which 
hod been thrown away In hasty Olght. 

Bnt the deserted houses began again t« 
\iA opened. Into Qie ctaurohes gathered 
again the people, masses to be pnrchaBMl 
and ftald for the many dear departed, cod- 
fcselons to be made and penance to \iv 
worked out. The Church took possession 
o' homes where there were none to pro- 
tect. The house of Peralta was one. It 
was renovated and refitted for a boya' 
school, to be In charge of a new prlesi. 
"Father Lorenao," Just from the City oi 
Mexico. Juan was to continue his minis- 
trations and Frederico was to become a 
member of the boys' school. His rolce, 
DOW recognized as a talent, placed him 
at lead In the boys' choir In the bl? 
cathedral. 

"Ija Tos de un Angel" (The Toice of an 

Angel) men called It, for It wss a wonder- 

tul voice, and they gaitfaered into the 
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cathedral to hear it. Soft and sweet, y«t 
clear, though far away, it Bounded, as If 
aa echo from heaven above. Thdn buist- 
liig forth, the music filled all space, tltl 
llBtemera, for deiigam, could no longer keep 
tbelr seats, and, looking up to see the 
singer, they saw only a lad, with thin, 
Htnall face, but whose big, dark eyes 
looked far away. 
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CHAPTER V. 

But a very strange thlog had happened. 
Dona Alicia had been removed by atran- 
gers' hande, who laid her upon the ground 
among the di?ad, and quickly made their 
own escape, letter on come others mor* 
merciful, who were preparing to lay her 
away, when they saw signs of life. 

"Per DIoeT Que es este? (What Is this?) 
She still lives. A woman of high rank, 
too! Ifl there no one who will have pItyT" 
and they lifted her to the nearest dwelling. 

"We know not who thta may be, but 
will ye have mercy and care for her, that 
she may yet return to those who mourn 
her?" 

And live ehe did, but it was weekfl be- 
fore she cared to ask where she was, or 
to ask aught about her friends or family. 
Then she was told that the family of 
Fernando Peralta was no more, either dead 
they were, or had left the city, her bene- 
factors knew not which. Her li<Hne, too, 
they told her, had become the new acad- 
emy for boys. 

The Jewels found aibout her person re- 
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paid tbese Qood Stunarltaoa and also paid 
hef passage, by stage, to the Hacienda 
Roja. where merciful etraugera had con- 
sented to her stay for a while, which con- 
.tlnued, for the Inmates of the hacienda 
soon learned to lore the gentle, beautiful 
woman, whose face was young, btit whose 
hair was white. No one knew other 
name than Dona Alicia. But the children 
loved to gather about and listen to her 
storlea of a far-away country — beautiful 
Spain, she called it — where ladles wore 
rich allks and Jewels every day, and wallted 
on soft carpets; where knights in velvet 
garments, and with White plumes In their 
hats, walked beside them or kneeled at 
their feet; where the houses were great 
towered castlea, and the cupa from which 
they drank were made of gold and silTer, 
Sometimes she told them at two beautiful 
children, a boy and a girl, whose mother 
loved them tenderly, but she nern' spoke 
their names. She never laughed, but her 
smile was so gentle that even the fretful 
baby, whom no one else couid quiet, loved 
to lie In her arms and look up into her 
face. Beantiful embroideries, too, she 
stitched, which they took Into the city 
to sell in payment for their kindness. 

"Why do you never go with us Into the 
city?" Inquired the children. "It is 1ot«- 
(U«> 
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ly there! Tbe cathedral Is so bts and 
grand! The padrea and the bishop bo 
elegant In their fine garments, the boys 
in the choir sing so beautifully, and — oh, 
there is one among them who sings — oh, 
BO heavenly is his voice, that hla name 
is 'Voice ot an Angel.' Will you not go 
with UB, Dona Alicia?" 

"Some tim«, children, I will. Not this 
time," wa« ever the reply. 

But u;pon eacb return from tbe city 
Bhe watched to see If there might be a 
letter, for she had written her brother in 
Mexico, making inqnlriee. 

But no letter ever came. 
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CHAPTtfiH VJ. 

"Thb Hbbbticb" Aim Fatheb Lobehzo. 

Several years had puaed. T)ie city was 
fast growing Into new life. The trains 
from tbe North vere bringing many for- 
eigners who were learning tb&t, in West- 
ern Mexico, lay great wealth, gold and 
silver and copper burled under the high 
mountains. 

Among tbeee came two — a man and his 
wife— <wbo seemed In no great haste. I%ey 
were in no quest of gold or silver. They 
rented a house, and soon those passing 
along the street saw behind the barred 
windows a display of books, large and 
small, but mostly Bibles. Those who chose 
to enter took away with them leaBets and 
papers. 

Then It began to be told aibont tbat these 
newcomers were Tierettcs,"* a dangerona, 
godless people. The books they had sold 
and given away were very harmful; the 
Bibles, Indeed, were not genuiile. for they 
were "heretic Bibles." As far as possible, 
those who bad bougbt were ordered to 
bring them to the Cura, and they were 
burned In front of the cathedral as a 
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warning. From the pulpit, euommunlca- 
Clona wea-e threatened to such as should 
have dealing with these heretlCB, said ex- 
coinmunlcations meaning the everlasting 
loss of souls. Along the street walla 
were posters which read: 

"Beware o£ the heretics! They are 
devils' Ezcommunlcation trom the most 
Holy Church to any who ehall buy or sell 
to them, talk or listen to them, or upon 
whom their shadow even shall fall!" 

But the heretic still walked the atreeta. 
Hla was a kindly face, men said, and when 
he smiled, they aafd, "Surely no devil can 
smile like that!" 

Aiad though there were many who 
shunned him, there nere others, wlio, 
standing in their shop doors, would aay, 
with a sly wink, as he passed: 

"Come in here, Senor Heretic, buy of 
me. The Holy Church will not think my 
poor soul worth the cutting oft!" 

Gradually, people, losins fear, would 
gather Into the front room or list^i out- 
side Che window while the heretic told bis 
story. The story of Him whose sacrlflce 
upon the cross was so complete that there 
was no 'onger need for intercedence of 
virgin, priest or saint. 

Meanwhile, the boys' school, under the 

direction of the new Father Lorenso, wtf# 
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crowing- His pnnllB all loved blm, for 
lfber« WM Bomettilns atniut the quiet mui 
which dr«w them. He Beamed to have 
pasKd through some bottow -which made 
him srmpatbetlc. Prederlco, the lonely 
bof, VTKs eBpeclallr drawn toward him. 
Father Lorenso, In turn, took the boy Into 
bis heart So often were they seen to- 
gether that they became known sa uncle 
and nephew. Tbe boy loved nothing bet- 
ter than to alt by hU side and listen to 
stories of the great City of Mexico, where 
hla Ufa had been apent. 

"A Btriong;, wild people had lived there 
onoe," he told the boy. "Then had come 
men from Simln, li] the name of the holy 
Catholic faith, and bad conquered theee 
bloody ireople, and had given to them. In- 
stead of their Idols; beautiful paloted pic- 
tures and Imagee to worship." 

But when the old prleet told of the cruel- 
ties by which the Spaniard drew from 
the Indians their Jewels and tbelr gold, 
his voice trembled and his dark eyes 
burned darker. 

"Tell me again ot the Indian vrho fought 
that bis people might live," said the boy. 

Tben springing to his feet and wallcing 

the room, the old man would tell again 

ot Juarez, the tearless Indian, who for 

fourteen years braved all dangers, though 
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hunted lllte a wild thing, meeting the 
enemy again and again, and conquering 
at last, that hts people might think and 
worsbtp as they pleased. He 1st waa to 
whom Victor Hugo wrote, "America has 
two heroeB, Lincoln, by whom slavery has 
died; Thee, by wihom liberty has lived." 

"Uy boy," eald the old man, still walk- 
ing the floor and cloelng his Upe in that 
way Frederlco had noticed of late, "ray boy, 
those were dark da^ for Mexico. For 
three hundred years bad she been under a 
power (I will UAt say more of that power) 
which kept her as a slave, till one man — 
one man — rose and aald, 'My people shall 
think and worship as they please.' But 
there were otliere then wlio tbou^t and 
fougbt with him. There be others now 
who would dare the same, tor even ntrw 
there be those wbo may not thinli and 
worship as they please." 

The Doy wondered, though little be un- 
derstood. He did not know that In the 
veins of Fatber Ijorenzo ran the same 
-Olood of the Indian Juarez and the same 
•deep love for liberty in all. Nor did he 
know that. In the City of Mexico, strange 
tbings had been said of htm. That he Ii&d 
dared to do ble own thinking and bis own 
teaching, which the Church called "in- 
subordination." For this he had been sent 
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to the new AeliX, In hope tbat new aur- 
-roundings and new duller! would bring him 
to himutt agalD, for be wao too valuable 
■ii scholar and a worker to lose. 

But (rtrange things were whispered about 
'him, even now. Whem the poor came to 
him Cor baptism or for marriage, hla tees 
were very low. Fellow priests ecofted him 
and called blm "a fool,'' "not knowing 
his own chancer." 

■ "They pay me what they are able! I 
■wish no more. Most of our poor live with- 
out a marriage rite because they are not ' 
able to pay what our Church requires of 
tbem. Shall we, their priests, help tbem 
on In their unholy living?" 

It was alEo said that he had once told 
a penitent, "I can not forglTe thy ein! 
Take it to God!" 

"Why, man." exclaimed the angry bishop, 
when calling him to acuount, ''what doet 
thou mean by thus belittling the power of 
the prleathoodT" 

"I hear, too," eald the bishop, "that thou 
dost allow Eome of the atudentfl free ac- 
-cess to the Holy Scriptures. Have more 
of a care! Only with eiplanatlona of the 
-priest la the Bible to be read by the laity!" 

No one knew that in Father Lorenzo's 

ohest wafl a heretic Bible, a gift from a 

boyhood friend In Mexico City, and that 
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friend a heretic. Nor did any one Ieqow bow 
often, ftlone in bla room, the little book 
-was taken out and read. Father Lorenso 
wa« learning the truth about his Church- 
about blmsett and his dtity- 
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CHAPTER VII. 

"Tami Hast Not Denus Mt Nuu." 

One nlgbt there was a tap at tlie here- 
tic's study door, whlcb opened Into ttie 
street. He wu surprlEed, at the inatant, 
aa be eaw, standing before bim, tbe ftmootb- 
sbaven face and tbe man gowned aa a 
prleat. By bis side stood a lad. Tbe hare- 
tic recognized the bor ^nger and Father 
Lorenzo, tor they bad exchanged saluta- 
tions upon tbe street 

"You are surprised to see me! " said tbe 
priest. 

"You are none the leas welcome!" waa 
t le reply. 

"Let me state my errand at once," said the 
priest accepting the proffered chair. "For 
a long time I have (elt that I am llTing a 
False life. I hare been posing as one who 
1b able to forgive sin, when In reality I 
ktww none but Qod Is able to forgive aln, 
and none more neediy of torglveneaa than 
I myself. My boy and I, for be knows 
aomewha't of my trouble, have come to you 
for instruction." 

"Thaak Qod. my brother!" exclaimed tbe 

heretic, gjasplnE by tbe hand, hie visitor. 

(12*) 



iizodb, Google 



"We are all ftlnners, &nd In need of D1vId« 
(orglvoneMt" 

Liong time and earneetly talked the two 
together, the boy llatentng tbe vhtle. 

Tbea they kjieeled together. HIb duty 
tfaay knew, but they prayed for stran^h 
to do that duty. When they arose from their 
- knees, a new li^t shone upon each face. 

"Tour life will now be In danger!'' said 
the Protestant. 

"I know, but death even U preferable to 
tke misery through which I hare been ptuts- 
tof; these last few weeks. Yet I woulC 
live to make amends and to warn others!" 

"Come to us It there la danger!" 

"I will," aald Father Lorenzo, gratefully, 
"But In any case I beg of you, take charge 
of my bey. I love him, and do not wish 
him to load aucb a life as mine. I will 
come again and tell yon my plans." 

But Httla knew Father Lorenao tbat 
other plans had been laid for him. That 
visit to the heretic's bad not been un- 
noUced. 

Upon entering his own doorway, he was 
met by tho bishop. Father Lorenso saw, 
at a glance, the conflict before him. 
For a moment he telt weak, but a cry from 
his heart to God brought calm and courage. 

"Let our Intorvlew be in prirate. In thine 
own room!" sternly said the bishop. 
(136) 
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tor." 
"And what didst tbou ttivret" 
"Rev«rmid Fattier and Blahop," replied 
tha prievt, "long time I have known tbat 
m7 life tna a mockery. Yet I knew not 
bow to leave, and I feared to tell tliea. I 
know now mr duty. I go now from this 
place and henceforth aTow mreelf a Prot- 
estant, an heretic, it thou pleaseth." 
The blsbop'e face (thowed mirprlee and 

"It eeema thy plaoi are well latdt But 
thou doflt forget my pennlsalon. Without 
it thou cwist not leave!" 

Then ateitplne to the door, he opened it 
and called to him two men who waited. 

"Here, take thle man In eharge and con- 
duct h'lm to my residence!" 

"Do not touch me!" said Father Uorenzo 
in a quiet tone. "I am not a criminal. I 
go atone aa a man. I am ready," he added, 
turning toward the bUhop. 

But at ttiat Instant In rushed the lad 
Frederlco. Clinging to the prleet he cried: 

"Oh, what Is ItT where art thou ta goT" 

"Remove this boy! He Is to remain 
here!" spoke the bfebop sharpTy. 

Bat twfore the lad was taken away 

Father Lorenzo whispered In his ear, "Tall 
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Juan, and flee thou to tbe house of tbe 
heretlct, and stay there!" 

The streets were dimly lighted, and sev- 
eral times came to him tbe thought to at- 
tempt hla escape. But he had given his 
word and scorned to break It. He was 
locked Into a small back room In the 
bishop's residence. Frederlco had (ought 
the faithful Juan. 

"Yes, go at once to tbe house of the 
Protetrtante. Stay there till I go for thee. 
I will keep near to our padre, and if thou 
dost hear strange things of me, do not be- 
lieve them. I will save him if I can!" 

The heretic wae closing for the night, 
when be heari) a timid knock, and there 
stood tbe lad, weeding out hts sad story. 

'iStay within this bouse," said tbe good 
man. "Do not go upon tbe streets. I viU 
do all I can to save oar d*ar Father Lo- 
renzo." 

"Why, here Is Juan, servant of Father 
Lorenio! What asekeet thou? News ot 
thy heretic mae/ter?" called one, as early 
the next morning Juan stepped Into the 
court ot tbe bishop's residence. 

"Is It true that my old master has turned 
heretic?'' Esid Juan in bantering tone. "I 
scarce believe ft. "Yet if It Is, be will hers 
find JuM roward for such an act!" 

"What meaneet thou, JuanT" 
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"I inwui tbt«: f t b a «b&in« to tw counted 
a heretic, but for a prle»t — a itrtest like 
Pathor Lorenzo — to tnm beretlc, aliame 
ia no word. It 1b b d4^race to our Holy 
Church, and the traitor, be It Father Lo- 
renzo evon, must auffer juat conaequeocest" 

"Why, IlBten. I thought thou wast given 
over soul and body to the service of thy 
master?. What sort of talk U this?" All 
d-ay Ju&D stayed about the place, and as 
they told him Of Father Lorvnso's re- 
peated retusals to recant, he shook his 
head, eayfng: 

•The traitor; let him aufTerf 

All day, too, Father Lorenzo, locked In 
that Uttle back room, had tasted no food; 
but upon bis kceee hiB bouI had feasted 
upon the heavenly majina, and though sev- 
eral opportunities had been given to re- 
nounce his false belief, he refused. 

That niglit tbe door again opened. The 
bishop, with tno padres, stood before blm. 

"This is thy last chance to repent and 
forsake this fooHsh course." 

"I have nothing to repent, save ray sine. 
They are already forgiven." was the quiet 
reply. 

"Why waste further words with this 
Btubt)om heretic?" a-ngrlly exclaimed the 
bishop to his companions. "Let us test 
him In the room below," 
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Sdentlr tli«7 psBMd on down Ue bsck 
corridor, Ilshtod only by one dim hanging 
lamp. There wu no eoc&plng nov. Father 
Lorenzo Itatiw vhlther he was being led, 
tor he had beard of the underground dun- 
geon from whence none had ever returned. 
- Yet be felt no feiir. One liuitant be Btarted, 
for he thought, am a. figure stepped out 
from a ahadow down In the eorrldor that 
It w«s his Juan. But the figure direw Into 
the shadow again. 

Through a narrow Iron door they 
paaeed, down a dark etone stairway, and 
stood a moment upon the ground floor to 
accustom themselTee to the >tlll dimmer 
light. Two men were there In woiUng 
garments. As in a dream, the old priest 
Ijorenzo aaw the gleam of metal, and beard 
the clang of Irons. The rolcee at the man 
sounded strangely distant, ai they ap 
preached, tore from him his outer gar 
ments, threw him to the ground and cni 
him with -their Irons. He felt them cnmot 
and tighten about blm, and heard the or 
ders given In oulck, Aort words, by "hoi) 
priest of God," to agonize, to torture a fel- 
low being, because he dared believe what 
the Holy Church of God called "heresy." No 
cry be madio: only low moans escaped those 
thin, white llpe which refused to deny 
their Maber. 
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Ob, Church of Rom«l Hoi}' Church of 
Rome! Thou whlted oepulchre! Thy walls 
are •pattered and Btalned with the blood 
of nutny martyra! Thou who Itfteet thy 
head ao proud and high, and safest "there 
Is no nlvatlon outelde my walls," how 
win be thine owm salTatlonT And what 
wilt thou sar for thyaelf In th&t la«t great 
day, that day of Justice, when the great 
Ood ot the Agei ^a11 call thee to ac- 
count? What wilt thou say for thyeelf? 

(Not fewer than Reventy ProtMtant Mex- 
icans have been put to death In that coun- 
try by the Church of Borne.) 

Through the long, dark night and at 
early mom, th«e lay upon the cold ground 
floor a body, torn and mangled, but Its 
beart still beating adtnowladgment of Its 
Maker, Ood; Ita aoul still seeing Its Sa- 
vior, Jesus Christ. 

Serenely walked the bishop ot that most 
holy Church up and down his corridor, 
saluting and talking Jovially with one and 
another. 

"Yes, It was true," he »ald; "the reports 
were true. The davU had carried otf 
Father Iiorenso that night, soul and t>ody, 
and such would be like fata to any others 
who might turn heretic. The noise as of 
a scuffle in that room had been heard by 
MTeral, and others bad heard the ruotllng 
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and flapping of great wings aa tbey paaaed 
tbrouBh tUe barred window and flvw off 
In tha darkneca. The room, whan entered, 
waa found empty. So, or ccnirae. It WM 
true. A terrible warning tbuB to alll" 

At first llgbt of day a servant bad been 
diapatcbed', la secret, tc tba room below, 
to report to the bUbop. Tbe meawnger 
objected not to one wbo suddenly Joined 
him In the dark corridor and walked along 
by his aide. Without a word the two de- 
scended and leaned over ttke proatrate 

"He vtlll llveE," said the servant. 

"I^eave me hare," sold the other. "Tell 
no word on me. It will be to thy ad- 
vafttage." 

With an Indifferent shrug the man 
moved on, ascended the stairway and 
tockAd the door behind him. 

Then kneeled Juan, and tenderly raised 
the martyr's bead within his arm*. 

"My piaeter, my master! what tiave tbey 
done to thee?" be cried. Warm tears felt 
upon the upturned face. The white lips 
moved and wblsperod, "Juan, Juan, eres 
tu?" (Is It thou?) 

After Bome boura the same servant re- 
turned. 

"Bring me water— qulck-^oil and wine. 

Lftt no one come bere for a day of two; 
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tell them anything, till he m&y recover and 
I may lake liim hence!" 

■Take him hence? No one ever leaves 
Ihia place! Seest there those graves? 
There is room for more, two more at 
least." 

"Nevertheless, do aa I tell tliee!" 

The servant returned with what had 
been asked, and handed to Juan a couple 
of amall loaves, or rolls, of bread. 

No air or light entered from without. 
The light from the small hanging lamp 
w«nt out, but in the darkness Juan kneeled, 
gently rubbing oils on the wounds, touch- 
ing the fevered lips with water and wine. 
It might have been hours, it might have 
been days, Juan knew not; but he still 
kneeled, himself faint from the foul air, 
whis;>ering words of love and cheer to hli 
dear master. 

"Orad, Juan, a Dioa" (Pray, Juan, to 
God), were the whispered words ever aod 

I't was the warm seafion of the year. 
During the hot noon hours, men and vroio- 
en left their work. But as evening drew 
on, doore and windows were opened to 
the coQ'er air, and people sat In doorways, 
oorrldoie or even along the aldewalliB chat- 
ting or seeking some cooler spot. 

Suddenly a low distant rumble was 
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heard, theo a trembling, a s ha king — a 
great and terrible shaking— for the MaXer 
ot this earth ha,<l reached out and touched 
U, and It trembled and shook, walls 
crumibled, roofe fell and men and women 
staggered about screaming, "Tremblor, 
trembler!" For Toore helpless than the 
weakeet insect la man when God does 
shake his resting place. 

The rear walls oF the bishop's reeidence 
had fallen In; a long seam extending down 
into the dungeon walls. Air and light 
rushed In, Ji;an sprang to bis feet, realiz- 
ing what had happened, and wltli an In- 
fttinct and strength born for the occasion, • 
rushed to the gap, tearing away the loos- 
ened ground till he could look into tlie 
street al)OTe him. He called to a couple 
of men, who, from without, while he with- 
in, widened the gap, till lowering them- 
selves, the three li.ted the manglefi form, 
covering it with a "scrape" (native blanket 
which the men often carry aLoiit their 
persona), ajid bore It through the excited 
crowd to the nearest home of a friend. 

The heretic missionary waa summoned. 
Loving friends ministered moBt tenderly 
until the true, loyal soul went to meet the 
Master whom he would not deny. 

Tlien the heretic missionary, in lawful 

indignation, spread the story, the crnel 
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•torr, &1I B.bout, thouKh Ui« prSH nlumi 
bim room, for they I«sT«d to itfliit ani^t 
agalnat their prleeta. 

The e; M ot many w«re opened for the 
first time to the cruelty and deceptkma of 
the "Holy Church of Rome." 

Some aald the earth^iuake waa God's tU- 
Itfttion In auger for the cruel deed. Othen 
asJd the earthquake waa a blow agaliifli 
the heretics, though it was well known 
that the heretics' premises had not been 
datnaged. 

The lad Frederlco dung more oloaelj 
than ever to hia new-found pr<>tectora. 
They, realizing hla danger, hept him doae- 
iy BhelteredL Be did not so upon tha 
street Hla grief found vent throngU bis 
muelc. 

Br the hours sat the boy ftt the organ, 
hin flngere drawing aweet melody from 
the key*, and his voice, wonderfully ten- 
der and pathetic now, floated out throngh 
. the wlnOowa, till -paasersby stopped to 
listen and to aay: 

"Strange things are happening In our 
olty! A priest la murdered beoanse be 
tame heretic, end now here la that Voice 
of as angel' singing heretic songs. Wbat 
are we coming to, Jesiie MarlaT" 
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CHAPTEai vm. 

Two MOTKERS. 

One day there came a visitor to tbe Prot- 
astanC'a bouse, a woman whoM hair was 
white and whose face, though joung and 
b«Butifu], was etranselr aad. 

■'Is this where th« heretic Uree?" she in- 
quired, '^ome montha ago be Wt at our 
hadenila some papers and this 'N«w Testa- 
ment,' h« called It. I have been readint; 
them, tiijil tbey have brought comlort to 
ray sad heart. But I would know more. I 
wnutd talk with tb« heretic!" 

And 88 they talked together, the songs 
and wonderful voice of the lad at the organ 
floated into tbe room. The woman ceaeeil 
her talking, bearing only the singing. A. 
strange look had come over her face. 

"We w4Il go Into that room and listen," 
said the missionary, stepping to o^en the 
door. But tbe woman was there before 
htm. She opened the door herself, stood a 
moment looking, listeninf. 

Fredetiico turned bis (ace. With a 
•cream she fell toward him, crying, "My 
boyt oh, my *oy!" 
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For Into the night Uier Ulk«d, lltttning 
and telling «a^ to the other of the atrans^ 
thinei that had befallen. 

"Liet ua kneel together and thank aod 
above for bis love and kindness toward 
us,'' aald the heretic. "And now," he 
added, tumdng toward the baippf Dona 
AJicia, "stay with ns for & few da;s, and 
then let me accomgpanr yon both to EI 
Paso, where, tor a few years, you both 
may lire; your ^n to eecaiie danger here, 
and at himself lor a life of nfiefnlnesB, and 
you to make for him a home. 

The heretic missionary made frequent 
trips to the mining vIllageB, driving In his 
IHtle cart alone, over the rough moantaln 
roadlB. Holding eervlcea in these places 
and learvlng tracts and Blblea, his jonmey- 
Ings, though gladly done, were wearisome. 
At such home returolngs, nothing rested 
the tired man better than to take Into 
his arms his own Uttle laughing baby gfrl 
First a. merry tuEBle, soft little baby hands 
tugging with might and majln at papa's 
hair, laughing and calling the while; then 
a velvety cheelt against his own, two little 
arms creeping attout hJs neck; then a little 
stillness, for baby Is tired, and soon a Mttle 
head le resting wpon bia breast. The big. 
brown head above begins to droop, and 
papa's cheek is resting now against the 
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Mttl« hu4, breathing 1b th« f 
th« sllkr hair. The two fluttering little 
Osta Kre qujet now, held Ught In one warm 
graap; and motber, coming in Just then, 
finds tham both asleep, the father and hln 
baby gJrl together. 

But there came a day when there Btood 
In the middGe of the room a little white 
cotnn, and In that cofQn lay his beXij girl, 
white and still as the pure wbite bloa- 
soms coverlD/g the little casket. 

The mother Jtneeled, crushed with a new 
great grief. 

"Wh7, Oh Shepherd abore, dldat thou 
give this wee, white Iamb, it only to take 
her from us againT Only one we had 
There are other folda w*ere thoo mlghtoet 
havo taken, and they would not have been 
mlBsed. There are other woe lamhB who 
have no hom«a, who are cold and hungry; 
why dldiSt thou not send and gather there? 
Why, oh why, didst thou take from us our 
only one, aud she so safe and warm and 
well protected?" 

Then In the soul was wUepered: 

"Daughlter, be quiet! "Why?' Thou wilt 
know — not now — only wait! Thy babe so 
safeiy sheltered in her heavenly fold, thou 
would9t not call back again to pain and 
sin. And where thy treamrc Is, there will 
thy heart be also!" 
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But wb«s they came to lay the little 
one anay for her long rest, then mother 
grlel broke out atr«Bh. 

"My haby, to be left alone — alone, and 
she BO llttle-wln the cold, dark ground! 
Oh! ehe will waken and cry, because she 
ia alone and cold! Cruel are ye to take 
ber from me and cruel ie Ood!" 

Again, In her aoul, was whispered: 

"Be quiet. It tbou oanst trust with me 
that Wttle splrlit, canst thou not trust with 
me its mortal Frame? I gave them both 
and taJce and keep them both!" 

"Oh, lather," sobbed the mother, "I 
know I am to have my babe again; but tell 
me, will she be my baby stilt, or will she 
be so grown and changed I will not know 

"£>aughter, he who la able to keep for 
thee thy little one Is able so to present 
her to thee again that thou will be fully 
eatfBfied. Trust! Cease thy mourning! 
Tblne is not the only grief on earth. 
Arise, and carry comfort to other sorrow- 
ing mothers; for, until no^, thou hast 
not known to comfort others." 
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OHAPTBR IX 

The little sroup that was wlndinc; 
ftraund the foothllle at the same time that 
AureUo and his mother were eteamlng out 
of the bay aad into the Quit of OaUfomta, 
waa now aipiproacbliig a mountain mining 
c&tap. 

"Alight here and a watt my return," nid 
the nmi). 

The ponr began to graze, the hungry dog 
threw himself In weakness upon the 
ground, while the woman quieted the girl 
with promising that to-morrow they were 
surely going to the city. In about halt 
an hour the man returned, saying that 
the rescue party wae scattered all over that 

■'I await thee here while thou takwt 
the child up toward th« nearest house. 
I<eare her there. Tiiou and I must es- 

Just as Marlaoa wae left alone In the 
pathwny leaddng to the house, the door 
opened and a woman came out. Instlnc- 
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tlv«ly the gtrl ran up toward her, niid bm- 
Ine that the face warn kltul, burst out: 

"Ob, take me to my mother; my father 
will pay thee — he la rich — oh, take me, for 
tber etole me!" 

"Why, what ia thda?" said the woman 
kindly. "This muet be the little daughter 
ot Peralta. Searches were made here tbl3 
very dayF But, Virgin Saotlslma — those 
eyes— just- like my Rosarla's, now In her 
grave these sis months! But thy hair; 
what have they done to thee?" 

"They cut It off— my mamma; oh, my 
mamma — take me to her!" 

"y««, querlda, but come In flret," and 
taking the little trdgbtened, aoUbing child 
kindly by the hand, she led her witlUn; 
and two hours later, washed, fed and clad 
In Rosaria'B garments, fast asleep In 
Dona Refugia'e sheltering anna, abe looked 
another gilrl. 

"Just look here!" exclaimed the woman 
to her busband, entering the door, "Juat 
come and look at this child! The very 
image of our Rosaria, she Is. Poor little 
thlBg! She 13 the stolen child of Peralta. 
We trmiBt return her to anxious parents, 
but 1 would love to keep her, for she could 
be to me In Hosarta's place!" And, wiping 
off a falling tear, she drew the sleeping 
child close to her. 
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"She I«, ia truth, very like our Rosaria," 
replied her bu£l>aiid; "but I have come 
with a. message for thee. Pedro has come 
from the ranch with news of thy father's 
deaith. Thy mother Is alone and Bick, and 
Bummona thee. We must go by mom to- 
morrow, If posalble." 

Dona Eetugla's soirow because of her 
father'^ death made her even more tender 
toward tlie child. "What shall we do with 
her?" asked the woman of her husband. 
"Shall we leave her here till word may be 
carried to her -parents, or shall we take 
her with us, and find a way ourselvea to 
send her home? Wbat wilit thou, little 
one; wilt thou atay with us till we may 
take thee to thy mother?" 

Mariana gladly preferred to stay by her 
new-found protector. 

"See that word Is sent to Don Peralta 
about his child," she said to several neigh- 
bors who had come next morning tj bid 
farawell. "Tell him to sond to *E1 Eancho 
del Agua Presca' lor his daughter.'* 

But there were no telephones or tele- 
graphs in that mining camp — only a week- 
ly stage, and somehow uo message was 
j»ent to Don Fernando Peralta. 

Dona Refugia's stay at 'BI Rancho del 

AgTia Fresca' was prolonged. Her mother*! 

death and the passing into her bands ot 
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the ranch property made tt tbelr future 
home. And the week* and the montha 
wMit by, but no father came lor hlfl little 
gltl. Some thne tber TOuld carry little 
Mariana themeelTea, but it iwoul'd ba a 
trip, by horse, at aeTaral dsya, and the 
journey was posbpcmed from time to Ume. 

Then came the newa of the terrible 
acourge, the "yellow fever," and aaooag 
those who had died waa the family of 
Senor Peralta. Dona R«fugla was. Becret- 
ly, not mniA (grieved over the nem*. for 
DOW Bhe couJd ^ve to Mariana her own 
name. The grief of children can not al- 
ways atay; and, though Mariana wept, she 
In time forgot and grew hajipy and con- 
tented with her toster parents. But ahe 
l<n'ed to tell a>bout her beautiful "Bret 
mamma"; her Httle brother who could sing 
like a bird, and about AureUo, so strong 
and tall and Mraigttt, Vbo had protected 
her, and who had given to her the delicate 
chain she wore about her iieok. She Irad 
found the moment to snatch It from under 
the rock before she was taken away, and 
never since that day would she allow It to 
leave her. 

"AureSlo gave It to me. He told me to 
keep It till he could come for it. I ■will 
keep it tifll be coones, for some day I shall 
see him again. My AureMo, ao brave and 
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kind! I love tiim; ha waa 1117 big 
brother! '' 

Mariana Gavina (tor thl8 wM h«r name 
now) grew fast in her out-oC-door lite, her 
head covered again with gloesr rlnelets, 
and she was liappy. There w«ro children 
belioogliis to the peons of the ranch, with 
whom she played. There waa no school, 
but Dodia Refugla hers^t continued her 
leasone in reading end writing, which hal 
baen begun before she was stolen from her 
parsntM. Of one little t»b7 In particular 
wiaa Mariana rery fond, and nothing 
pleased her better than to care lor her 
while the mother was at her work. 

But one &&7 baby was very iU. "She 
will die!" cried the agonized mother, "but 
she has never been baptized, bo will bo 
lost! What ahall I do? There Is no padre 
here to I»ptlze my babe!" 

"Bring the cldld to me," said Dona Re- 
fugfla. "I can baiptize It. It will be Just 
as valid. If the rtght words are said, an^I 
said in the right order." 

So the babe and water were brought. 
Dona. Refugla made the sign of the cros^ 
on the forehead of the little one, repeated 
the ronnuta, and the child waa baptized, 
and lived, for from that moment she grew 
better, all aaM. 
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OHAPTBRX. 
The Bishop and Hth powm. 

Th« ReT«read BUhop Rico was expacled 
ftt tbe ranch on IiIb occasional tour among 
the oountry lolfe- Mariana, now twelve 
y«am old, wa« to receive, witb several 
otber children, the rite of confirmation. 
White dresses had been made whose I>eau- 
tlful trimmings of Iiand embroideries and 
drawn work liad occupied many months. 
The materials, the white ribbons and the 
vellH which the girls were to woar, were 
brought from the nearest town. The great 
and long-iooked-for day at last arrived. A 
forerunner, on horse, brought the tldlngH 
of the near approach of 'the bishop. The 
rwidents of the ranch gathered, whiis half 
a dozen of the young men ran on to meet 
the coach, and removing the horses, they 
themselves drew the great man In his car- 
riage into the yard, all the .people failing 
on their knees. 

Mariana was awed, ae she saw the "boly 
man" step down upon the robes cast be- 
fore Ilia feet. His velvet gown and mitre 
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were .>U(t with gold embrolderlfli and 
sparkling with pr«clou« bIoom. He gn- 
ciousli' eitendod his finger tips tor ekch 
to kbu, after which they arose and fol- 
lowed Into Dona Refugift's private room, 
which Ead been fltt«d up with altar, ImagM 
and appropriate belonKlnga. The (ciut- 
todla) box, la w^lch Ib carried the host, 
was alec rlchlr decorated with gold and 
allver and }ewela, and wOs carefully borne 
by an attendant 

At me side of the room kneeled those 
who were to be confirmed, for they must 
first make Free and full confession to the 
blslfop of their Bins. Mariana, In her 
frlgbt. could remember but few misdeeds. 
The man. by way of reminders, queBtloned 
her as to probable faults In deed, word or 
ihoncht, to all of which siie stammered 
replies. 

As they kneeled again before the altar, 
and in front of ttte bishop, he extended 
first his hands above them, then made 
upon their foreheads the sign of the cross 
with the chrism (the most holy of the 
three sacred oils which are blessed by the 
bishop every Maundy Thursday), and sol- 
emnly pronounced the words: 

"I sign tbee with the sign of the cross, 
and I confirm thee with the cbrlsm of sa]- 
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vatltMi, In tbe name of the Father, and ot 
the Son, and of tbe H0I7 Spirit!" 

Tlien be gave a «llgbt blow upon the 
cbeek of each, to remind them that tbey 
mtutt expect to meet bar<bpblpa. 

After a rest, and th« dinner which bad 
been prepared for him, Bishop Rico had 
crther dutfea demanding bis attention. 

One of the peone Itad latol]' beem buried, 
and bis wifo was In gi«at dletreea leat 
his soul waB still in purgatory. He liad 
worn Uio scapular all his life. The scapu- 
lar Is a bit of cloth, stamped with tbe Vir- 
gin's image, and Is worn upon tbe breast 
under the garments. To those who wear 
these all their lives the Holy Mother has 
promlded to "come down to purgatory the 
Saturday after their death, and lift them 
to the mountains ot Glory." He bad also 
left money to pay for masses for his soul, 
but the distressed widow feared that it 
bad not beem enough. 

"Let tile woman lie brought!'' said the 
Reverend Bishop Rico, after listening to 
a statement of tbe case. Leading by the 
hand her little boy, she kneeled liefore 
blm. 

"Hast then wherewith to pay for tbe 
masses for the soul of thy husband?" 
asked the man. 
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"YcB, Bereiwid Father Obdspo. Antonio, 
my boaband, left two dollars with me, all 
lie had — lor wo are poor, Sonor!" 

"Well," repllod the man, "this Is a Terr 
low Bum. Thou d«et know, wh«r« there Is 
high money, there Ib high mass; low 
money, low mass; no moDey, no maBs." 

The woman alghed. The btahop looked 
indifferently in the other direction. 

"Well!" he said, after a pause, "thou 
hsBt no money; mastee will be ImpoMlble 
without money. But there 1b yet a way. 
Thou hast friends. Hast thou some article 
In thine bouse that can be raffled among 
tby frienda? This m&y take tbe place of 
money." 

The woman thought She had nothing 
of value In ber houae! Yes! there was 
that table cover which she bad been em- 
broidering. She had been working on It 
for months, and was Intending, with tbe 
sate of It, to get for herself and chlldrai 
something to wear, for It would be worth 
tern dollars at least. But she would be 
glad to forego tboee garments If <tbus she 
might secure the release of her husband's 
soul In purgatory! 

"It to not my concern," said the rever- 
end coldly. "It concerns only thee and 
the soul of thy husband!" 
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"Oh. y«i, Father! I have eometlilng!" 
exclaimed tb« widow. 

TtM people gatli«red. The R«Terend 
Btohop hlnuslf conducted the raffle. E}BCh 
pfttd for a draw, but It waa Diego Mar. 
Unos who received the table covsr tor hH 
wife, one hundred and sixty days of In- 
dulgence for himself, and release from pur- 
gatory the Boul of fals friend Antonio. 

But there waa yet a marriage ceremony, 
confeeslona to hear, peoancea to Impose, 
offerings to receive, and the widow's babv 
to be battized. But, tm she was absolutely 
pennllem now Dona Itofugla paid the dol- 
lar fee. 

Th« sun was lowering in the west be- 
fore the bishop and hie fitt«ndantE were 
able to continue on tbetr journey. They 
ware to he In a neighboring hacienda tor 
a special night function. 

"It was not such a bad thing, after all, 
4itls eid« trip, was It, Senor Oblepo?" said 
his attendant in familiar tone, as th^ 
rolled along. 

"Not eo bad!" murmured the bishop, as 
he laid his hand on the money bag, lan- 
guidly closed his eyes and leaned agcUnst 
the cushioned back. 
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CHAPTER XL 
Ai/nzo Town and its Maxob. 

Seyerftl diiya' Journey by horse from El 
Rancho del Agua Freaca, thene stretched 
a beautiful gDoen Talle;. Following the 
clear etream of water, which spread lt«elf 
to this valley, one had need to make a 
gradual climb, till the valley narrowed to a 
canyon, and up against one of Ita eloping 
eldes stood a town, built tier upon tter. 
BoringB In the mountain eide, and miners' 
huts and paraphernalia, revealed the metals 
hidden there; while the stream below and 
fields of maize and eugar cane and melon 
patches showed industries of other klndit. 
A thrifty little town this was, the town of 
Altlza, busy and prosperous Its people, and 
safe to live among. But perhaps, this was 
mostly due to Don Ramon, the Alcalde, or 
town mayor. 

Nothing of lawleesnees would he Allow. 
The quarrelsome kept out of reach of those 
strong arms, and flinched before the ga» 
of those piercing black eyes. The Insoleiyt 
were rilenced by words that fell like blows. 
And yet the poor feared not to come to 
him for Justice or for money, -while chll- 
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dran ran across the street to meet tlie 
Jolly Don Ramon. 

Tbe yonng men respectfully saluted and 
Bougbt calling: acquaintance at hU Iiouae, 
becauM of Conatancta, ble beautiful aev- 
ntteen-year-oid daughter. 

Coustancla and her father were all in 
all to each other; Indeed, the girl could 
ecarce recall her mother, or her deatb. 
Aunt Eulalla might* order his house for 
him, hut Oonstancla must alt hy his side 
at the table, meet him at the door, an.l 
give to him her farewell kUe and blessing. 

"Admirera may ett about th« eala and 
look with languishing eyes upon my daugh- 
ter; 1 claim none of such mute appeals. 
But when ithey apeak I too must hear 
Their wotiU must be for both of ue. Eis 
verad, hljlta?" would eay the father, a 
merry twinkle in those keen eyes. 

"But doet thou nerer expect the girl *-o 
And a husband?" would ask Aunt Eulalln 

'V3ertalnlr, elster mine! When he comee 
who is strong enough and brave enough to 
take and keep her." 

So came the wooers, one by one, and 
went again, wondering, each In turn, what 
deed of valor he must do to show himself 
"strong enough and brave enough.'' 

Aunt Elulalia fondly loved her brother 
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and Ufl lovely Oonetancia. For this rea- 
son she elten chlded. 

"How can't thou, brother, thus endanger 
Uie soul of thy daughter? Then dost not 
allow her to attend mass, nor go bo con- 
feoelon. How can ohe be saved? Her nul 
will be forever cast oat!" 

"My daughter conCeee to a man — and to 
a man who, though pretendlt^ to live a 
boly life, In reality lives a life of open 
shamelesBneBs! I allow no priest to come 
between me and my daughter, as did priest 
between her mother and myself. Her oon- 
fessiona shall be made to Ood and not to 

"Ah, now I know thou art an heretic, 
tor thus do they blaspheme our holy priest- 
hood!" said his elfiter sorrowfully. 

"^Vhether heretic or not, I do not care! 
l^ls I do know, nothing of priest for my 
daughter or tor me. Our God caree not 
for vain words counted upon each bead, or 
whispered Into the ears of saint or vir- 
gin!" 

"La Virgin Santlslma forgive thee, tf 
poeelbtel I fear thy soul Is already iMt!" 

The only reply would be a shrug of those 
broad shoulders, and a merry burst of 
laughter, always especially Irritating to 
poor Aunt Gulalla. 
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but (Jie majoi bad, Ua «neml«, Ui« Curi 
— F^atbftr Jaoluto. 

"Thou keep order In thy chuTcb, ttsd I 
will k«^ order In my townt" Don lUrooii 
had dRred to aay, lor Uie prleata In Hex* 
Ico expect to control In ftfl&Ira both re- 
ligious and oItII. 

The mayor'e open defiance had angered 
the cara. Don Ramon was too strong «nd 
too popular a man for the priest to chaa- 
tiae, so he quietly and shravdly awaited 
opportunltlee. Tet he was not blind to the 
growing popularity of the town mayor and 
his own decline. 

Don Ramon wae also a good story teller 
Scarce a day passed that a crowd could not 
be found, gathered In mme public plaoe. 
laughing at «ome tale ol the mayor's, 
olten at the expense of the cura or of his 
church. 

"Now, I am not an heretic," Don Hamoo 
would declare, "nor do 1 wlah my town 
to be called a heretic town; but we do 
protett against the abeurdttlen taught and 
Imposed by our cura! For example: these 
dsTotaa (derout women) who are about 
our streets now aoMcltlng funds with which 
to buy an embroidered »ktrt for the Htrfy 
Virgin. Now, what doe* the Queen of 
HeaTen, the 'Mother of Qod,' need of a 
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IMrttioMt, unlew it bo to prdsebt it b) blif 

"W« pTot«Bt &IM aealnst tb«lr 1It«b of 
BhamelesB Immorallt;, Tor all know wbo 
In reality are tbe women tbe? keep in 
their bomee under names of Bister, aunt, 
cousin or niece! 

"And then tMs falsebood about purga* 
toryl Wihy, men! Ye know that tlie 
prleaU get out of us, poor Ignorajnuaee In 
Mexico, a great big pile of moner, tbrougli 
purgatorr, and this doctrine was not in- 
vented till by Pope Oregory, In the year 
fourteen hundred. Te have heard me tell 
ot young Rafael Oomez. Well, it eeemed 
that after the death of bis father, a few 
yean ago, he bad to pay repeated auma of 
money to get bla fatbar'a soul from pur- 
gatory. Tbe lad began to think, alter a 
while, that his father was a good wbll« 
getting out, «o he aribed the priest bow 
much longer Uie Job was going to be. 

"'Well,' was the reply, 'your father te 
very nearly out now — all but bis legs!' 

'"Oh, well!' said the son, 'I know my 
father pretty well, and if be is tbat near 
out he can get out by blrosalf now! > 

"It was this aame youngster who decided 
be wanted to marry bis cousin. Now, tbe 
fellow did T«TT wrong to wleh to do such 
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A tUnff (to marry bis coualn, I tomuj, 
because that ta a great stn against tbe 
Hoir Churcb. But the Church, seeing Ita 
adTantage In keeping his laTor, gtanted 
In blfl case a special. dUpenaatl«ii. By pay- 
ment at two thousand doUara the vrong 
In marrying his cousin would become a 
right But he told them his money bad all 
been eent to purgatory, so he and his 
cousin went acrou onr northern bonndary 
for the ceremony, where they now lire, 
selling his property In Mexico to prevent 
It falling Into the care of the Church. 

"Now," continued D<»i Ramon, "we are 
told again and again Instuioes of how bop- 
tUun will save not only tbe soul, but the 
body. Indeed, In many caoes where breath 
bBs almost left tbe body It returns again 
upon tbe rite of baiAUim. I was told, the 
other day, a story like Lhls: 

"A oertaJn noted robber suddonly ex- 
pressed alarm for his soul. He aslted per- 
mission to meet the cura privately. He, 
with a few witnesses, were taken to the 
cura's house. The priest told blm that 
bapitism was the first eee«ntia1. Imme- 
diately then, upon the baptism, thore was 
a sudden commotion, and the robber fell 
to the floor; "The Devil has gone out of 
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him, and carried oft IUb sUuI' was the cry. 
'The Devil it wao, sure, for they know 
Idm by his sulphur snKdie and fnmesi' 
But, alas! enough of the Devil had re- 
mained In the man to help him up to his 
feet and to escape through the back door 
during ths eicltement And some of the 
cura'a valuables were missing, too, from 
the back room. 

"We all know, too, the advaatage of sup- 
plications to our salntst Have you »v«r 
Iward of good old Juaua Remit? She was 
blessed with one of those afTectlonate 
spouses, the hind that kick and beat when 
dinner la a little late. Welt, one day the 
charcoal would not bum, the frljoles and 
tortillas were not in time, and what to do, 
Jnana did not Imow. Suddenly a thought 
hit her, and knocked her down under the 
Image of her saint, and ahe begg«d of him 
h^p In some way. Just then the door 
opened, and In walked her spouse. The 
poor woman trembled when, to her amaze- 
ment, she not only saw the tortillas a deli- 
cate brown, and the frljoles Juicy and ten- 
der, but th« cloth was also spi«ad, and 
everything ready. The man declared he 
never had tasted better. Well, the next 
day the thankful Juana laid the charcoal. 
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Dut Ukfl fiiloka and tortillas In theii 
places, and asked tb« saint to again do tli« 
cooklnK- 

"Tbe man cajne In — but, alas — the poor 
woman limped for aereral dara. The poor 
aaJnt, too, had lost his head. A new one 
Bt&nda In hla place! 

"One more story," declared Don Ramon. 
"th«n I must go. Wb«k I was a hoy I re- 
member how proud some of the old womm 
were of bits of bone which they hung 
about their necltB. These are bits of the 
very bones of St. Peter,' they said, 'brought 
here clear from Rome. II we will wear 
tbem no harm will ever come to ust' Peo- 
ple were buying them and wearing them 
all over the country, till I used to wonder If 
St Peter had a bigger supply of bones than 
common folks. Suddenly It was found out 
that those ban«s had come from the 
bleached carcasses of liorsee out on the 
mesa near by. Then people stopped buy- 
ing horses' bones, but the prieats had al- 
ready made quLte a little pile of money." 
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CHAPTER XII. 
Saint Fkajtgibco. 

It wafi Hearing the time tor the yearlr 
ptlgrlmages to the great Saint FYanclsco, In 
the town of Magdalena. 

Aunt Bui alia would make one more el- 
fort to sav« the eool of her darling Con- 
stancla. A rlslt to this holy saint would 
bring the maiden to her seneee. 

"Next week falls the yearly feaet to oar 
great Saint Francisco," said Dona Eulalla 
to her brother. "Wilt thou accompany thy 
daughter and myeelf to the place?" 

"And why should we so to visit that 
person, my sister? He has been dead this 
long time, has he not?" and again that 
merry laugh wblch always so irritated his 
sister, and never more than Just then. 

But slie controlled herself, for she was 
not to be baffled. 

"Ramon," ehe 8»ld aeyerely, "thou do«t 
keep thy daughter a perfect prisoner. She 
knows nothing outside tier father's house 
and this town, mat thou wish her to grow 
up so completely Ignorant?" 

No words could better have touched her 
brother. Whatever was to Constan<ria^ 
advantage mu^t be accomplished. 
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"Yob, ytm," wM lb© reply. "Certainly. 
we win go!" 

But wben the day for the departure ar- 
rived there was some trouble In the town, 
and the mayor could not leave; but bis 
diiug:hter and sister must not be disap- 
pointed. 

It was quite a sight, the starting, for 
Don Ramon owned the only carriage In 
town; and many watched, ao far as they 
could nee, the carriage with Its escort on 
horse, of Gonstancia's admirers, as It 
wound down the hillside out Into the val- 
ley and plain, mingling In witb many other 
processions. 

"3atnt Francisco Is the great Image 
whicii wao let down from heaven," ex- 
plained Aunt Bulalla as tbey Journeyed. 
"He was lifted, by men, to be carried to 
the city, but he suddenly became so heavy 
that they were obliged to drop him, and 
no number of men could lift him again. 
By this sign they knew that the saint 
wished to remain on that spot. Hence, the 
church was built about htm, and the town 
has grown into existence. Every year mul- 
titudes flock thither to be cured, to be tor- 
given, or to receive some blessing." 

"What Is he made of. Aunt?'' Inanlred 
the girl. 

"Of wood." 
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"How can a piece of wood cure dlseaae 
or grant petltlvne!" asked the Increduloua 
child. 

"I can not explain to thee, ohllil, but It 
must be true, For the priests bo tell us." 

It was night when the oaravan entered 
the town, and Constancia and her aunt 
were carried to the meson (Inn). 

The next day brought many new slghU 
to the young girl, amcng them the shriek- 
ing, puffing steam engine, that Iron 
m<mster, which the men of the Northland 
had made, to carry them and their burdens 
back and forth Into Mexico, 

But they must fall Into line with the 
crowds seeking the church of Saint Fraii' 
Cisco. They passed some who were slow- 
ly and painfully making their way, crawl- 
ing on bleeding and torn hands and knees, 
or rolling their bodies over and over, every 
imie distance. 

"These are poor penltentes," explained 
Aunt Eulalla, "doing penance for sins, 
which the saints will forgive!" 

In the doorway of the church, up(Mi 
a low table, lay the recumbent wooden 
Image of the saint. The body was cov- 
ered with a richly-embroidered velvet 
spread. The face waa vlelble, and one foot, 
the hlg toe, quite clean, washed by many 
kisses and tears. 
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A liaftTr iron diwt, witta silt In tbecorer, 
rooetved tb« offerinss, betore admittance 
could be gained to the eld« of U19 Ima^e. 
At each side of the door stood a priest 
selling candles which had been blessed, and 
which the purchaser was to send up to the 
altar to be burned, as masses were being 
said. Onlj a Tery few noticed that the 
aame candles were passed In to the altar 
and out again, to he resold for twentr-llTe 
cents apiece. 

"Dear child," said the aunt to Con- 
stancla, as they stood In the throng near 
to the Image, "forget now thy father's 
blasphemous teachings, and yield thyself 
to the holy Influence w^lcb already I feel 
stealing over me! Wilt thou kneel with 

"I await thee hsre. Aunt," said tbe girl, 
withdrawing, and could Aunt Eulalla hare 
seen the raising of those eyebrows and 
the merry twinkle In those bright ■ eyes, 
so like her father's, her prayers would 
hare 1»&x distracted with conflicting 
thoughts. 

Tbe grounds about the church were s 
babel of noises. Vuidors shouting thslr 
sweets and drinks, a merry -go-ronnd, 
roulette, and other games of chance to 
draw the crowd. The girl's lips curled 
with scorn as she noted the worship and. 
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BuppHcatton within, barter and commerM 
without 

Suddenly she heard a Tolce singing, a 
mss's Tolce, clear and sweet, above the 
din of the crowd. It seemed to call her, 
and without thought she atarted toward It 

Under a tree. In one corner of the yard, 
was a table covered with books and papers. 
Besides the table stood two men. One with 
a book, the Bible, in his hand, reading and 
explaining as be read, wblle ever and anon 
the voice of the singer broke out: 
" There Is something better thaji thld, my 
friends. 

It Is Jesue, Jesus' love; 
Come to him now and listen while ^he calls, 
For he calls thee from above." 

"There are the heretics," she heard one 
say, "from Uie city below us. The j^ung 
one to the 'Angel Voice,* whiom the here- 
tics kidnaped several years ago." 

It was Prederlco, now having completed 
his studies, and be and hto mother were 
back again with the missionary. 

Still Constancia drew nearer, and stood 
and listened, while the voice sang on. The 
song ihad touched her eoul. Or was It the 
eyes of the singer which had found her 

The song was ended, and the crowd be- 
del ) 
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gan to scatter. Some stopped to Itatao 
further to tbe missionary, or to aoc«pt Ua 
leofiete. Noticing Constancia. b« pleaoanfr 
If dr«w her Into conversation, leamlnz 
her name and home, tlie ainger meanwhils 
silently standing by watching the beauti- 
ful face. T^e searching, questioning look 
of those big, mournful eyea ha^ found at 
last their answer In tbe face of Con- 
Stan da. 

Then the heretic teacber presented these 
two young people, eaoti to the other, bat 
wblle they talked together. Aunt Bulalia 
hurriedly came up. and snatching the girl 
away whispered excitedly: 

"Child, child' What hast thou donet 
These are those accureed heretics— oh, 
alma mla. what hast thou done?'' 

But to the aunt's horror, the next day 
Constancla again sought the heretics. 
All through the day she stayed where she 
could listen to the singer, could hear and 
talk to both. 

"Alas, alas! How am I thwarted!" 
cried poor Aunt Eulalla to herself. "[ 
bring my gin here to be drawn bach Into 
the fold of her holy Church, and here she 
Is drifting farther than ever, right Into the 
arms of these dreadful heretics!'' 

That night brought a meesenger from 
Don Ramon, Instead of the man himself, 
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■arlDg be could not come, and tluit tber 
were to return the next day, early, before 
Constancla could asaln see her aew-found 
trlendB, the beretlcs. 

Aunt BulalU. was glad in her heart that 
the girl would be prevented furtber later- 
course with tbem. And Conatancia wm 
glad Id ber heart, for the promise they had 
made to her to vlelt ber town, U her father 
would send to tbem the permission. And 
•be carried, bldd^i In her belongings, the 
New Testament, which the heretic teacher 
had sent aa a preeent to ber father. 

That night, aa Constancla aat by ber 
tather'a side, abe showed him tbe little 
book which the heretic had sent, and told 
blm tbe story which tbe heretic bold, and 
gave him the request for permlaalon to 
visit tie town. 

"Tee," said Don Ram<m, "-ho must be » 
good man, and I like what he tells. I will 
write him to come!" 

But not ft word had the maiden told of 
the 0ODg8 or at the singer that bad found 
ber beart. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
Snosa Enough and Bear BNOuaH. 

In doe time tbey came — the heretic m[9- 
sfoiuu7, vltb his Blblea and his papers. 
and the young singer, with his beatttltol 
Toloe and songs. 

"Why didst thou not tell me, too. of tb« 
dnger, my daughter 7" Inaulred Don 
Ramon. 

But the maid, dropping her eyes, could 
not reply. Tet there was something ahout 
the qnlet, slim young man that the majror 
liked. He, himself, placed at their dlspoaal 
an empty hall where they migiht preach and 
alng the gospel story. He, too, accom- 
panied hy his daughter, went to the meet- 
ingB and invited them both, the preacher 
and his singer, to visit them In his home. 
Ah, why was Don Ramon so blind! It ao 
happened that the town school was with- 
out a teacher, he having been snmmarlly 
dismissed a tew daya before by the mayor 
because of Intemperate hahlta. It was do- 
elded that I'rederlco, the alnger, could take 
the school until the close of the year. His 
mother was to come to him by next stage, 
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and they were to occupy a little hoose Don 
Ramon selected for tti«m not far from Iilt 
own home. 

Ah, why was be again eo blind and m 
blundering! 

Wben it became known that a beretlo 
was in charge of the public ecbool, many 
of the children were token out, and the 
cura esCabllBbed a parochial schooi. But 
most of them returned one by one, to leam 
the beautiful songs that the new teacher 
taught; aongi of their country, their own 
belored country; the songB of JesuA, too, 
were Etweet, though the mothers wlahed 
there were some to the blessed Holy Vir- 
gin. The cura found,, alae, the town was 
growing heretic, apfte of all be could do. 

One morning, while the young teacher 
wa3 occupied with claBsee, the priest atood 
suddenly In the door. 

Tbe children, startled, drew together. 
Frederlco stepped to meet him and bade 
him enter. 

"Yes, I enter!" was tiie reply, "even the 
abode of an heretic, tliat I may warn these 
dear young children. These innocenbi 
know not their danger. Their parenta are 
the guilty ones. Tbelr souls are already 
condemned! But, children, I do not my 
duty if I warn not once again! Terrible 
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tUngi will bftppen if y« continue to raeelT* 
Initraotlon from tlil« heretic tMcfaer. H« 
t«4dtefl contrary to the doctrlncc of tbu 
Holy Church, and she htd that no one ean 
b« faTod outside the Church. TbU teaoh- 
er, then, will be lost, aud ye, too, it ye eon- 
tlnue to listen to him. Thla man toachea, 
moreoTer, from the Protestant Bible, which 
la taleo. Thla la not the true Bible. Let 
me proTe It to ye. For example" — 

"Children, what la the flrat command- 
mentT" 

"Thoa ahalt have no other goda before 
me,'"' 

"Right — now the aecondt" 

" 'Tboii ahalt not make unto tbee any 
graven image"' — 

"Stop there, children! Thus teachea the 
Proteetant Bible, and thla ehowa ita tatio- 
neas. TUe aecond commandment li, Thoa 
Shalt not take the name of the Lord thy 
God in yaln.'" 

"What ta the third. chlldrenT" 

" Thou abalt not take' "— 

"No, no — that la the aeoond command- 
ment. Lot me repeat — the third command- 
ment ta: 

" "Remember the Sabbath day,' etc. 

The fourth la, 'Honor thy father and 
tby mother.' 
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"The fifth ifl, Thou shall not kill.' 

"The Blxth Is, Thou sbalt not commit 
adultery.' 

'The seventh Is, Thou ehalt not steal.' 

'The eighth ie. Thou shalt not bear false 
witneafl.' 

"The ninth la. Thou ahalt not covet thjr 
neighbor's wife,' etc. 

"The tenth is, Tbou sbalt not covet 
anything that ia thy nelghbor'a.' 

"This, children, shows ye iiow the Prot- 
estants have perverted even the Ten Com- 
mandments, Inaertlng aa the £econd com- 
mandment what la not in the original, or 
true, Bible. 

"BTen the true Mhle la not to be read 
alone by common people. It muat be ex- 
plained by the prieeta, much less, then, ii 
the Protestant Bible to be read. Thla 
teacher uaea not the catechism of the Holy 
Church. How, then, can he teach tba 
truth? The Bible does not contain all In- 
struction neceaaary tor aalvatlon. Indeed, 
were every copy In the world to be de- 
stroyed, It would not matter. ■ The tradi- 
tions and othsr teachlnga of the Church are 
inspired and contain the doctrines of etei^ 
nal lite fully as much as does the Bible. 

"I see thou haat one of these heretic 
Bibles here!" added the cura, turning to- 
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ward the teacher's d«k. "I will take it!" 
But the rVQDS maestro was too quick 

for him. 
"Hand it over to me!" demanded the 

"It Is my property," was the quiet reply. 

The whole town was astir with the Btory 
of the encounter and how the allm young 
man ordered the priest to leave in aucb 
tone that he obeyed. 

"That quiet young man was strong 
enough and brave enough to meet and to 
conquer the curat" said Don Ramoa that 
night, while his daughter sat by bis side. 

"Then he is strong and breve enough to 
take and to keep my daughter," he added 
in husky tone as to himself. 

And she, listening, bowed her head and 
blushed. 

Oh, the old man had not been so stupid 
and so blind after all. 
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CHAPTEat XIV. 
The Poweb or the Priesthood. 

Tbe next Sabbatti, there wsB read, from 
the cburcta pulpit, the names at tboae ei- 
communicated; and, beading tlie lUt, was 
tbe town mayor and tbe young heretic 
te&cher. 

"Oh, my people!" cried the cura, In tr»m- 
uloiu tones. "Terrible things ar« yet to 
be vlBlted upon this town because ye dare 
dely Ood's holy priest. Ye defy not me, 
but the Holy Church and the Almighty, 
Whose representatives we are. Te seem u> 
have forgotten the powers of God's holy 
priests. 

"In order to give to hla priests the power 
of saying mass, our Lord Jesus had to die. 
To redeem the world, it was necessary that 
our Lord should die. A single drop of hie 
sacred blood, a single tear, a single prayer 
of his would have sufficed. But In order to 
establish tbe priesthood, our Lord Jesua 
hod to die. 

'X)n Mount Calvary, the priest that of- 
fered the sacrifice was our Lord Jesns 
Christ himself, and in the holy sacrUce of 
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the msAB, the prie»l tbat otters sacrifice to 
also our Lord Jesus ChrUt. 

"Ctreat was the power wbtch God gKVfl 
to mati, but the power given by Ohrlst to 
hlB prIeMa la Infinitely greater. Wbenever 
they say mass, they hold in their hands 
after the words of consecration, Jesus 
Christ, their Lord and God, to receWe h!in 
and to give him to all those who wish to 
receive him In holy communion. This 
power of the prleBt surpasses even the 
power of creation. By creation, God pro- 
duces the substance of bread, out of noth- 
ing, by his word. But, by words of priests, 
in consecration, the substance of bread and 
wine la changed Into the most sacred bod; 
and blood of Christ. To whom shall T 
compare the priest? Nest to God, his 
equal can not be found even In heaven or 

"And more, — power is given to prlosts 
to free men from their sins. Seek wbere 
you will, through heaven and earth, you 
will find but one created being who can for- 
give sins, and that Is the priest, the Cath- 
olic priest. 

"Who can forgive sins except God? waa 
the question which- the Phariaees sneering^ 
ly aBk»d. Who can forgive «lnaT Is the 
question which the Pharisees of the presMit 
day alao ask; and I answer, There la a 
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nmn <ni earth who can forgive Muk, and 
that man !■ a Catholic priest. The alnner 
who goes to the priest In confession will 
be Just as well absolived as the sinner wbo 
goes to the blessed Lord himself. The 
priest not only declares that the sinner is 
forgiTen, but he really forgives him. Thi 
priest raises his hand, he pronounces the 
words of absolution, and In an Instanr, 
quick as a flash, the cbalns of hell are 
burst asunder and the alnner becomes a 
child of Qod, So great Is the power of the 
priest that the judgments of heaven Itself 
are eu4)]ect to hla decision. The priest 
absolves on earth, and God absolves In 
heaven. The priest Is the ambassador, the 
plenipotentiary of God. He Is the corpora- 
tor, the assistant of God In the work of re- 
demption. 'We are the co-operators and as- 
sistants of God' (I Cor. 3). 

(These worde are quoted from "God the 
Teacher of Mankind," Michael Muller.) 

"To the priest also is given the power of 
preaching the Word of God. and governing 
the faithful. They also have power to 
bless or consecrate things for the divine 
service, as altars, challcea, vestments, 
ohnrcheB, holy water and the bread and 

Many were so Impressed with the pow- 

ers of the priesthood that they removed 
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tbeir children from the Itoretlc school. 
Aunt Bulaiia felt obliged to leave ber 
brother's roof and seek another abiding 
place. 

But time paased on, and a second year 
found Frederico and his mother atlll In 
the town of Altlza and the heretic n 
atlll directing the town Bchool. 
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OHAPrrElR XV. 

TlSTB). 

The oil] town church stood bacUng 
aj^Iiuit the rocky mountain elope. Its front 
tower looked down orer tbe housee, and 
from tlila tower the bell called the derout 
to worship. The back tower was seldom 
entered. 

Up the dark stairway, leading Into this 
tower, there stepped slowly, one evening, 
two men. They were lifting, oi* rather 
leading, something between them. It was a 
girl. Lt was Constancia. 

Reaching the landing, they paused a mo- 
ment, when one took from his pocket a 
key. The door grated on rusty hinges as 
it opened before them. 

"Madre Santiaima! How I hate to en< 
tomb 80 beautiful a creature here! Fooll^ 
maident, recant! I will bear thy word to 
the priest, that thou spend not this night 

The girl made no reply, but she shud- 
dered, and closed her eyes as they drew 
her within, locking the door upon her. 
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She wondered why ah« had not called for 
belp BB the; led her along the paseage- 
way. None could hear her now! But 
sinking upon her kneee, there went up 
Irom her heart a Bbrong cry to her Ood, 
the God she had learned to love since she 
had known and loved her Predertco. Then 
looking about her in the twilight, «be saw 
the dustr cobwebs hanging, and ahove her 
the Ironngrated window, so high that the 
could only reach her Ongera through the 
bars as she stood upon her tiptoea. In 
one corner of the little room wa» a piece 
of native mat, and near It a brazero (earth- 
en Jar), with bits of balt-'burned charcoal. 
An earthen cup lay upon the floor, and 
Gonstancta ahlvered as she wondered If 
the poor unfortunate who bad been allowed 
to warm her "atole" on these coala had 
been a girl like herself, and whether she 
bad escaped. 

Night had filled the room, but still iriie 
crouched upon the floor waiting and think- 
ing. 

She understood it all now. Why Annt 
Eulalla had sent for her on pretext of Ill- 
ness. How she had b^ged her to renounce 
her hereey, and how at last she had In 
anger bade her return home, hot as a lut 
favor, a^ed her to go to see little Roelta, 
Constancia'e little protege, who waa »ick 
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In tb« prieftt's bouse In care of the hooee- 
keepor. Aunt Eulalla had arisen trom her 
bed, dressed herself and accompanied her 
U> the back door of the cura's dwelling, 
where the housekeeper bad met Constan- 
cla, and led h«r in to Roalta's bedside. 
Aunt Biulalla had promised to return soon. 

But as time passed and no return, Con- 
fttanda askMl to be shown to -the door. 

"Yes, chutita, this way to the side exit," 
said the housekeeper, leading. Suddenly 
the girl found herself in a room facing 
the priest, her father's enemy. 

There were, M Brst, a few words of greet- 
ing, th«n expoatnlatlons, warning and 
fioaJly two servants were called, and she 
was led through an inner passage, by 
way of the church, up Into the back church 

She understood the plot, yet she b«ld 
no ill-will against her aunt, for she knew 
how anxious was that aunt that she remm 
to the told ot the Church, and she knew 
that priests taughit that any means what- 
ever were right to bring thereby the er- 
ring back again. 

More easUy could she have forgiven her 
Aunt Sulalla had she known that at that 
hour Eillalla's heart was Blled with re- 
morse, and she had taken to her bed, sick 
In truth tbls time. 
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But the glrl'B heart would hnve been 
mora filled with alarm had she known that 
art that time, also, sat the priest full of re- 
joicing, for B.t last had come the hour for 
which he long walt&d, the time for hl» 
revenge upon Don Ramon, her father. 

Meanwhile, as night came on and no 
Conetancla In the home, her father Bought 
her at Bulalla'B dwelling. 

"Yes," replied the alck woman, "Con- 
stancla was here, but she has gone home 
with Dona Rita'a girls. They took her 
with them In their carriage. I was to 
let you know, Gonstoncla said, but I was 
suddenly taken too ill to go or send tiny 
one, as tbon dost see, brother. Forgive 

Txx Ramon was 111 at ease. The whole 
affair was unlike his daughter. Bot he 
could not doubt his sister. He would wait 
till morning. Tbe old man who had un- 
willingly helped In conducting Ckmstancla 
to the tower resolTfld to let her father 
know. But, upon reflection, he knew this 
would be an unwise step, for the girl was 
completely In the power of the priest, who 
could even put her to death before the 
father might arrive with help. He re- 
solved to watch and wait 

Her lover passed an anxloua night Gall- 
ing at her home and not finding her there, 
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Don Ramon with ^parent imcoDCem told 
tilm sh« was out of town. But the young 
man detected the hidden tone of anxiety, 
and could not quiet a. certain unrest In hit 
own mind. 

Conatancla could not tell how she herself 
passed the night. Her dreams and waking 
thoughts seemed one. Would her father 
and her lover miaa her, and would they ftnd 
her? Had her Qod, whom she trusted, for- 
gotten her? 

At light of day, she arose and moved 
aibout, though she felt weak and HI. She 
strained herself to reach her flngen 
through the window bars, looking through 
to ihe sky and the few morning clouds 
floating past. Suddenly there flew across 
her vision a flock of birds. Pigeons, they 
were, flying and circling about the tower 
where were their nesta. She watched them 
Intently as they passed again and again. 
One, there was, a snow white pigeon among 
them. They all drew nearer, when sudden- 
ly she cried out, "Oh, oh! lliere la Pnrls- 
Imo, E^ederico's Purlslmo!" and reaching 
her fingers through the window bars, she 
called the little, low cry by which she had 
often called him to her «lde and held him 
while Frederlco had called tbem both "his 
pnrlslma." 

The bird circled round and round, drew 
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nearAr and lit upon her fingers. She 
turned them about his feet and drew blm 
within, claaploE blm to herself, kissing 
him and crying. Then, with a sudden 
thought, Ahe sprang, holding blm the while, 
and tearing the hem from her handker- 
chief, snatching a bit of charcoal, wtvte, 
"Ocnstancla-^orre." Then fastening this 
around Purlslmo's wing, she kissed blm 
a^ln and mished blm through the win- 
dow. 

Frederlco was restlessly walking up and 
down the back yard. Ho had risen early 
that mora and walked out to town, to the 
house of Dona Rita. They knew notblng 
ot Oonatancla. He had resolved to keep 
his anxiety from ber father. He had asked 
a friend to take charge of bis school for 
the day, and was about to start on his 
quest, when Purlslmo fiew over the wall, 
settled upon the ground and began to pick 
at his wing. 

Frederlco noticed the bird and the white 
strip and removed It. When to his horror, 
he deciphered the words and understood. 
He must not even tell his mother or hw 
father. All caution was neoeesary. He 
knew the old man, the church guardian, 
who had the keys. 

"Yes," replied the <Ai man, "I, too, am 

keeping watch of that fair maid up there. 
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I bad said to myaelf, 'She U not to be l»ft 
there much longer. There have been oth- 
ers sent there, who have never returned, 
but this one comes downl' Keep the front 
door of the cur&'s residence In alght, and 
when thou dost see him take hU departure, 
slip thou into the oh'urch, and there I wlU 
And thee and we will hrlng her out." 

The priest blmseilf had visited the tower 
that morning. The brave girl refused to 
recant Her "obstinacy" alarmed the man. 
If It should be known that she was Im- 
prisoned, bis lite would be In danger. Tet 
he had undertaken the caee and he must 
eee it through to the end. He would wait 
tin night; hunger, tbiret, loneliness and 
fright would surely conquer then. Still, in 
his anzletr, he stayed about the place aU 
day. Toward evening, In answer to an 
urgent call, Frederlco. still on watch, saw 
him depart 

Through the long day the girl had In 
turn scanned the sky, walked the floor and 
sank upon her knees. 

As darkness again come on, she 
crouched, faint and sick, upon the mat. 
Surely, surely, her God would not forget 
her. Then she thought, or dreamed, tliat 
ber lo^er had come and taken her In hli 
arms and borne her off, so swift and strong. 
She heard steps without, the door opened 
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ftnd ft man In ft long bUck cloak laan«d 
toward her. 

"It Is the priest again!" she tbongbt. 
But she liftd no strength to 017 ont. She 
closed her «yat. He lifted her quick]}' Into 
hia arms. Sh« opened ber eyem, lotted 
Into his, knew her lover and fainted. 
After she had come out from her long 
illness, they t61il ber how Aunt Ehilalla bad 
scarce left her bedside, begging tor furglve- 
ness and to be taken again Into her broth- 
er's home. "No more of prleate for me!" 
she said. 

They told her, too. how her father, Don 
Ramon, had from that day been searching 
town and country for the cura, hut nerer 
yet had be been found, and the town of 
Altlza had need to find another priest. 
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OHAPTmi XVI. 



Not verr lone after tho oventa recordM 
la tbe but chapter, there came to the tawn 
of AlUza some strangers. People of bigh 
birth, It was said, and tbe dausliter waa a 
beauty, mora lovely than eTsn Coutancla. 
So said tbe discarded admirers of Con- 
■taoda. Tbe two girls had become ac- 
quainted. 

"She ta one of those condemned here- 
tics. Thou must not sKocIate with her! " 
so said friends to the newcomer. But la 
spite of waminB, the two girls became 
fast friends. Prederlco, too, was mncb 
drawn toward this new friend. 

"Slie makes me think of a queen, so 
beautiful and stately she is!" said Pred- 
erlco one day. "And yet, there is some- 
thing attont ber that makes me feel as 
though I have aiwaya known ber. I won- 
der wliat it is. Perhaps It la because 
her name is Harlana, the name of my 
long-lost sister. Whenever she Is here 
talking with OS, there comes orer me a 
strange feeling, as tboDgh I had known hier 
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wb&a w« w«« eUldreiL, Tet, OodsUhcIa, 

with all bar beaaty, abe Is not ons-balf u 
loTelf M tbon MTtt" 

Tho marriage day waa now fast tp- 
proacblng. Tb« Protestant mlnlAw mm 
to oom« to perform tba asrvlce. 

"Harlana Oarlna must be present, tor 
sbe la one of tu now, and sbe miKt And 
an heretic husband, too," exclaimed Gon- 
Btancla. 

"Methlnks tbere wonid be more than 
one young man willing to turn heretic 
for that fair hand!" sold Aunt Bulalla. 

Dona Alicia, Frederico'a motber, sighed 
aa ebe aat an4 lUtened. She had beard 
so much of the beautiful Mariana QaTlna, 
yet she had not met her. The name made 
ber tbtnk as of her own little Marlanlta 
who left ber on that snmmer afternoon, 
never to return. Sbe bardly knew wheth- 
er she cared to know another with that 
same name. 

Not even the bride Constancla waa 
more beautiful that wedding eve than the 
guest Mariana, and Dona Ailcta could not 
remove ber gaze from that lovtiy face. 

'■Oh, what is it. what 1« Itl" she kept 
saying to herself all the eve. "Wbat can 
It be! Tboee eyes are tSw eyes of my own 
little girl." Ah, wbo can explain m 
mother's Instincts T 

(Mi) 
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"Cblld," sbe exclaimed, at last awoach- 
Ing and taking h«r by the hand. "Tell me 
tbjr name! U It Mariana GavlnaT" 

"Why, yes, eenora — that la, It la now. 
But It used to be Mariana Peralta. I 
■was atolen" — 

But tbe mother was weeping, with her 
arms about the girl. Then Prederlco nn- 
deratood why be felt that be had alwaya 
Icnown Mariana, hU slater. 

"A strange ending," all aald, "for a wed- 
ding feast. Strange, yet happy!" 

But many atrange things had been bap- 
penlng lately in that little heretic town. 

"How rich 1 am now; I have two daugh- 
tera!" exclaimed Dona Alicia. 

But Mariana's foster parents could not 
truly reiolce becauae she bad found her 
own mother. 

"Come and live with ua!" eaid Dona 
Refugla to Dona Alicia. "For a while, at 
least; for we can not part at once with 
her. She has grown to ue as onr very 
own." 

So tbe young couple were left to begin 
life together in the pleasant new home 
which Don Ramon had finished for his 
daughter. 

"She still must itay near by!" said the 
fond father. And the young heretic teach- 
er still managed the town echool. 
(188) 
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OHAPPBIR XVII, 

AUBEUO. 

Far BcroBS tbe repuMlc, In tbe great cap- 
ital city of Mexico, bad been growing np 
all theM years, a young man, tall, straight 
and bandsome. 

Aurello Mandez he waji, who, when a 
boy, Bad been stolen for a. ransom. 

He wag now left an orphan, but bad 
learned to carefully keep the money left 
to blm. He had traveled much, over his 
own country and In other lands. In Eu- 
rope be had fltt«id MmBeflC for a ph;^ 
cian, and again, in his boms city, wu 
known as the elilllful and popular Dr. 
Ttfendez. 

"Favored man!" bis companlona were 
'accustomed to say to blm. "TalMited, 
travelled and bendsome! BluAing senior- 
Itas and covetous mammas follow thee 
with longing eyes, and yert to none of tb^r 
cbarms doet thou yield. Thy heart la of 
etone. Or hast thou a beartt" 

"Ah, ye have at last guessed aright. I 
have no heart! It was left long, long ago 
in a llCtie shanty In a canon's month tar 
li the wilds. It has not einco returned! 
Perchance I may yet run across it!" 
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And tbs rouDK doctor would t^Hj luigli, 
and more abont aa If to rid blmMU of 
som^ clinglns shadow. But ia hU own 
room, and alone, a quiet mood would stoal 
over blm, and opening his cbent, be would 
draw from It a paper box, and lift from 
tbence a long Bblning curl. And agBln be 
would see thoae eyes, like stars, looking 
up into his, and could (eel a little aborn 
head against his ^onlder, and a child's 
voice saying, "I love thee, Aurello! I 
trust thee, and thou will come again and 
take me hence!" 

There were many Froteatants In the City 
of Mexico, BO many that they were not an 
unpopular people. And some of the doc- 
tor's best frlenda were of their number. 
Still, he prided blmeelf in belonging to 
"no church." "Religion is good enough 
for women," he BaJd. "A man, and espe- 
cially a doctor, can get on without It!" 

And yet he took great Interest In aU 
that counted for hla country's good. 

PreBldent Diaz, Mexico's good, grand 
man. was then In hla young strength, and 
Dr. Aurello courted every opportunity to 
see and to hear blm. Mexico's past hla- 
tory and her struggles were to blm a fas- 
cinating study, and his leisnre hours oft- 
en foond him admiring anew the stately 
monnment of Hidalgo or the wonderful 
(186) 



iizodb, Google 



recumbent atatne of Benito Juftres. H« 
tound, too, tbat la Mexico was wontilped 
two yirglns, "La Vlrvln de ]m Rflmedlos," 
wblcb Spain bad brougbt to Mexico, and 
tbe "Liady of Quadalupe," benetactreea of 
the native Mexicans. She It was vbo bad 
appeared to tbe Indian, Juan Diego, and 
lor wbom tbe abrlne at Guadalupe had 
been boilt. Her palntlnsB reprment her 
In Uno cloaik, oorered wltb sHaire.liBr Boot 
on a crescent and ber hands claapod. On 
either side of ber, within th« tnme, are 
strings of gold and JewelB. Above all 
hansB a silver dome. 

Tbe SpanlBb "Virgin de loa Remedlos" 
iii dretned in embroidered satin, string! 
of pearls hanglog from neck to kneee, her 
crown Inlaid with emeralds and ber belt 
With diamonds. She wears thrae shirts, 
tbe flrst embroidered wltb pearls, tbe sec- 
ond with emeralds and the third wltb dia- 
monds. AureUo was told that her skirts 
alone are valued at three millions of dol- 
lars. The great cathedTsI, too, was grand 
and imposing, the altars wltbln, gorgeons 
and jittering, tbe images and painting 
expanslvo and vronderful. 

He made a study of other cities, also, 

among them the famous city of PnAla, 

where he saw the old conv«nt which tbe 

Protestants (Metbodlsbs) have parchasvd 

(186) 



iizodb, Google 



and conv«rt»d Into tb«lr minion. Ha ws« 
told bow, when tha walls wera broken Into, 
thare wera revaalad oells, and akolatoni 
of men and women wbo bad bean cementad 
Bllva, prisoners wltbln tbeir oelle. Ex- 
caTatfona revealed nndergrouod apart- 
ments where were strewn the bonea ot In- 
fants. PasBBgee, too, there were, secret 
psaaageB wltbln the walla leading to the 
apartments of the nuna. TIivb was re- 
vealed to him part of ibe workings at 
the Bolf Church of Rome. In one of the 
churcbes In this cltir, bla attention was 
called to a printed prayer, framed and 
tanglns near the door, whteli, translated, 
read aa follows: 

"Most Holy Virgin of Guadalupe, glo- 
rious DauEbter of God, the Fatber, Mother 
of Ood, the Son and Wife of God, the 
Holy Spirit, my lady consecrated and 
sanctlBad before thou wast created, I pray 
tbee my patron saint and lady, that it 
to^ay, if tbla moment, If this hour, or 11 
during the remainder of my life, or In 
death, any sentence should be passed 
against me, or agaiort anything of mlne^ 
it may be, i>y thy Inltencaaalon, rerolud, 
and by the band of thy Bon, Jesus Chrljrt, 
De turned aside. Amen. Jesus.'' 

There was also a notice pasted near, 

"Hla Holiness and the Blitaopa bave 
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gmnted IndnlgeiiM, for thli nwM, thlrtr- 
two ttaouHuid 70>ra, ten dv* utd alz 
lujura." 

Is ffonie of the dtlOB, In Hexlco, ttaor* 
VM coaUmied warnings Kcafiwt IncnMcb- 
Ing taeratlcB. 

One daj he beard read Irom tbe pulpit, 
extracts trom one of the standard an- 
tboritiei of the Ohnroli of Rome, and 
therefore safelr quoted all over Mexico. 
("Ood, tbe Teacher of Mankind," "The 
Church and Its Bnemiec," by Hlcbael Mai- 
ler.) 

"We need not fear these beretlcs," be- 
ean the preacher; "they wlU, In Ood'a 
own time, come to nanght. Let me read 
to you from our own safe a,utborlty: 

" 'ProteatantUm has nerer been able to 
convert a heathen nation, although It has 
every human means in Its power. It had 
a Test nnmber of ministers, plenty of 
ships to carry these ministers to every 
country, boundless wealth and great arm- 
ies and navies to terrify the heathen, also 
Its merchants scattered through every 
quarter of the globe; with all this. Prot- 
estantism has not converted a nation, nor 
even a city or tribe of heathens, to Chris- 
tianity after these hundred years ot exis- 
tence. It bos been sscertalned that, dar- 
ing the last Hfty years, Protestantism in 
(188) 
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Burop« and Amn-lca bu ccrilectod and 
spent over ons taundrod and twentT-llTfl 
mlUlonji of dollars for ma parpoM of eon- 
Torting ttio haathen. One bnndred mil* 
lion Blblaa, TMtamenti and tracta bav« 
bean printed In variooa IsntniacM and 
icat tared tbrongjiaut tbe world. FIto 
thouaand mlHlouarlea, with large salariM, 
varylnK from one bnndred to Sts bun- 
dred pounds eacb, and also an additional 
allowance for tbelr wires and tamlUea, 
are kept annually employed In tbe work, 
and 7«t all to no purpose. No reault 
'whatever can be shown. 

" 'During ererr month of May, the va- 
t-lous sects of Proteetuita hold their anni- 
versary meetings In London and New 
York. At these gathering speediea are 
nutde bnd reporte reoti, in which tbe peo- 
ple are told of the wonderful conTerelona 
'which are Juet going to take place; of 
pagans stretching, or about to stretcb,out 
tbelr bands to Ocd; at schools to be 
opened: of sums spent In Bibles, Teata- 
mente and tracts. Erery promise is made 
(or tbe future, but nothing whaterer la 
abown for tbe past. The meetings are 
ended, TOtes of thanks given to the Tari- 
CUB chairmen, prayers said, subscrlptlona 
Teeeived, and tbe huge deluelon Urea on 
from year to ymr. 
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" '&om« jMt tlM ,tiilMb>iRu-lai tf T« t)V Um 
work In deapalr; otti«n In dl«KU8t; otb«ra 
Hy from p«rtecntlan, being terrified «t 
tbe Ter; Idea ol martyrdiom. One mla- 
■lonary comes back to tali native country. 
Iwcauae of the ludden death ol hia vlte; 
another to bnrjr hia ; oungaat daughter In 
her motber'a graTe: another learea the 
field of bla labor to conaole hla dear 
mother on her death bed; another comes 
home to look after some email property 
left to him; another comea home because 
bla wife has quarreled with the wlvea of 
Borne of the other mlsalonarlee. 

" 'Many Protestant misslonariea give up 
the work of saTlng souls for more lucra- 
tive poaltlons, or to become merchants on 
their own account, or for some good gov- 
ernmental situation. 

" "Protestant travelers and wrltars who 
have visited the flelds of Protectant mis- 
sionary labor, have themselves furnished 
tbe world with these details. They tell 
ot a few converts, here and there, who r^ 
lapse Into paganism whenever the mis- 
Blonarles withdraw. They teH us that tha 
mlsalonarfes become tyrants, and perse- 
cute the people when they get the chance; 
that they drive tbe natives Into the Prot- 
ectant meeting houses by force, and make 
Chem more bntftaH, proBIga)t^ crafty, 
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trucberoua, impure and dlBsuBtlng Uibi) 
the; v«re before. Ona writer atatea how 
he found, in the Sandwich lelnnda, that 
the ProtMtant mlulonsTlM had civilized 
the pe(H>le Into drauKht home*, and snu- 
sellMd them into beaata of bnrdena; tbat 
thejr were literally broken Into tbe traces 
and hameaaed to the Tehiclee of their 
iplritual oonductora, like ao many beaata 
of burden. The miasionariea are dwelllnc 
In pictnreaqne and prettily furnished coral 
rock TlUaa, while the miaerable natlvea 
are committing all aorta of crime and Im- 
mortality about them, (Quoted from Mai- 
ler.) 

" 'Now, why can not Proteatanta con- 
Tert the heathen? Becauae they hare no 
power. They are a false sect They have 
no baaid; every Probasturt believes wibait 
he chooaea. Indeed, the founderi of tliia 
aect were all wicked men, and they only 
Immltate their leader, Martin Luther, who 
waa a lioentiouB man and left the Chnrdi 
becauee he wiabed to marry. There is no 
such thing aa salvation to a ProteatanL 
No one le saved out side of the Holy 
Mother Church. She la the only one true 
and living apoetolic church. I aay apos- 
tolic, becauae she can ahow precisely haw 
Bhe obtained poaseESlon of the divine au- 
thority of the apostles. The Koman Pon- 
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us, Plui IX, can name the two hundred 
aad fifty- three popes, irbo, without a 
break, handed down the autharit; of St. 
Peter, the head of the apoatlee, even to 
hlDuelf. He can tell the day and hour of 
bla election and cooe aeration, which are 
comriKDod to Imperlihable monumenta.' " 

Often the yonne docttor hiad felt a de- 
sire to see again the acenes and home of 
his tMyhood. He had read, years before, 
or the ravages of the yellow fever along 
the Western Coast, and among the list of 
Its victUmg was the family of Peralta. 
This knowledge had prevented bis pnttlne 
into execution bis long-felt desire. But at 
length be yielded. His old hacienda home 
he would not have recognUed. The city, 
too, the home of his boyhood friend, Marl- 
ana, he would not have known. He re- 
mained some time In the city, and here 
learned to kmow ami admire Uhe her- 
etic miaaloniaFy. Einom him he too UKmed 
to know and to love tihe heretic's 
:a<xl. "I win make amaeodB ^r my life 
.«f indifference and inlhlellty. I wlU 
do all I can In this, my childhood coun- 
try, to help and to beal boUi body and 
soul." 

And so the young heretic doctor wai 
much In demand. 

One day ha was telling the Protestant 
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mlHlonarr of the time wben be wu kld- 

"Whr, ;«," WM th« r«ply; "I bftve 
been told all about It, too. It Is a vtorr 
wedl known still. And the 7oaiiK man, 
Peralta, brother of the stolen ^rl, Is our 
loved and esteemed school teacher In the 
town of Altlzs." 

"And has ncthlng ever been known of 
bis sister?" asked the doctor. 

The heretic was about to relate to him 
the -story of the wedding night and Its 
wonaerful dlscoTery. But what spirit ol 
mlachlef was It which eo Buddenly pos- 
aeseed the good man! for he answered 
with apparent Indifference: 

"Why, yes, something has been known 
about the girl. But I am going to tbs 
town next week where lives her brother. 
Thou must Bccompanj' me. and he will tell 
thee what they have teamed about the 
young lady, for she still Uvea." 

And of all the happy findings of mother 
and children, of sister and brother, per- 
haps none was more sweet or more tender 
than the flndlng again of the little child 
lovers of the robber haunts. 

And the little slender gold chain and 
tbe long shining curl found tbelr right- 
ful owners. 
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A. Work Well Finishhi. 

MsaairtiUe, down la the <Aty below, many 
dumgee had takeo place. The best front 
room, for preaching, in the haretlc's a^ell- 
log, bad been exchanged Tor a neat chapel, 
largely the gift of frlende In his own home 
laud. The man himself, "leader of tb« 
heretics," he was still called, bad grown 
older, a few sllrer threads scattered 
through the brown hairs. But still, with 
that winning smile of his, he walked the 
streets, or traveled In hlB little cart over 
the mountains, preaching In tbe villages 
and mining camps. He never carried 
weapons. He aald they were never an ad- 
vantage, rather a disadvantage. 

"Are you not afraid, as you travel back 
and forth alone, and walk these streets 
atone at nlgMT" bad asked bin wife. 

"Why should I he afraid? I am safe 
tin my work Is done." 

"You are reckless, are you notT" 

"Call It what you please, but I am not 
afraid. This work my Miaster has given 
me to do Is bis. And I know I am per- 
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fectly 9afe till m; work, not hja, la flo- 

Tbe woman mad« no reply, tbougb there 
came to her mind Iioff lie tiad told ber of 
rei>eAtedlr being followed on the streeta 
by some one, wbo, whenevM be turned, 
had fled. The last time he had causht 
eight ol a dark Hoe across bis forehead, 
and there was a gleam of metal thrust 
quickly under bii long cloak. 

OiM sultry eununer afternoon he was 
nearing the city from a nedghborlng vil- 
lage. From the west, wh«re rolled tbe 
broad Paclflc, be saw clouds arise. Rapidly 
they grew, higher and blacker, cleft ever 
and anon with flashes of lightning. 

"Gkid pity the marltier In his ship this 
night!" prayed the man In his heart 

He hastened fala horse, tor there was fast 
approaching one of those tropical storms he 
knew BO well. 

Already, over the city before blm, ewlrled 
clouds of dust, thrown high and driven 
along by the mighty wind. Birds were 
scuttling aJong with tilted wing, rabbits 
acurrylog to the bushes. Tbeo. the storm 
Btruck the woods he was entering. The 
trees along the roadside tossed their 
branches and lashed each other as If In 
fury. Tall alamo trees bowed and bent 
tin tbelr plumed brandiea swept the 
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ground. Surely they will snap and br«akt 
But no — attor a moment, Bhlverlnx, thoy 
slowly riae and atralsMen tliemselvw to 
await tbe next mlsbty breath. Th« black- 
ness bad sbut down close upon him, when 
suddenly there was a bllndloc Dash of 
IlEht, a crash and roar, and the hone 
leaped to one side, wblle at the same In- 
stant were emptied the clouds, not In gentle 
dropfl, but torrents that deluged and swept 
from under foot, almost tbe ground ItselL 

Again the horse leaped to one side, for 
Bcrtss the path Isr a man dead or fright- 
ened. 

'Should he pass him and leare him 
ther»— be wa» In such haste?" 

But no, a part of his work was to quiet 
his terrified horse, arouse the man and lift 
him Into the seat by bis aide. Tbe man 
leaned heavily against him, well nigh un- 
CMisctous from bla fright, and as his hat 
fell, the missionary saw an ugly scar across 
his temple. 

The storm had spent itself. Tbey were 
nearlng the city when tbe man, drawing a 
dagger from his side and throwing It Into 
the bottom of the cart, cried out: 

"Oh. Senor; take this! With it I meant 
to kill you! I have followed you time after 
time to kill you. But some i^wer bos al- 
ways restrained me. I never could reach 
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jov. I am ^I mozo del Di&bolo' (tbe der- 
ll'i emand boy). For any bloody deed I 
bate ever been reftdy, because the? pay me 
miHiey. I do oot hate thee. 1 sought not 
tby life for hatred, but becaune I loved 
th« moner they gave me. I have listened 
to your vords, 8eo«r, and they are good. 
I tbought oaoe to give up thia life, and 
when I found money, Jewels and pearls 
In tb« hiMMe of Peralta, I thought to be 
a man and go avay and live like men. 
But alaa, I spent It all In riotoua living. I 
came back again to thto city, hungry an4 
poor, and became again 'the dievll'a errand 
boy' because of money which they give 
me. But I can not touch you. Oh, can you, 
can you forgive mel" 

Tta« heretic forgave by taking him to his 
home, where, dried and fed, they talked 
together of Jeeus and his forgiveness. 

" 'The devil's errand boy' has turned 
heretic!'' was the newe. "Who will be 
the n«rt7" 

But all noted the changed man, the new 
man, In bis right mind. And never was 
there a follower more loyal, more loving 
to the heretic, than this same "M«zo del 
DUbolo.'' 

But there came a stranige. sad day Into 
the heretic^ home. From one of the min- 
ing camps he had brought a fatal fever's 
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germi, and for AtLr» lU flm burned and 
burned and would not be quenched. 

HlB little daughter and the woman who 
loved him kneeledi by hia bedside while 
there crept over them the strange, awful 
■tillnasA. aren the little boys, talking to- 
gether In the cwrrldor, lowered their yoices, 
while the baby lisped, "Where I« papa go- 
ing?" 

The little mourning dare that had been 
nesting In the big fig tree down In the 
garden, bad left her home, and all day 
long, flitting hither and thither, had kept 
up her mournful call: 

"Come — back — to— me. Come — back — to 
me!" 

The woraan Shuddered and hid her face 
aa she listened to Its cry. All day long 
»he had felt that etrange presence In the 
room, yet she had refused It recognition. 
Nearer ami etlll nearer It crept, allently, 
waiting to claim and bear away Its victim. 

Then in hN desperation, she turned and 
cried: 

"Depart, oh, depart, grim Death! Thou 
who dldlst take from me my little one, my 
first born! Art tlwu come again to talie 
from me my hoaband, him whom 1 need, 
bira whom I lean upon? Go, go; for I 
need him; his little oneB need hlra! Leave 
UB at least till bis children are older, till 
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hli bat? m*T know to matau'bn hU laUitr. 
Ob, Bpsra 111!" 

But there cune no answer, sav* tb« little 
moaning dor*. 

Tfa«L the woman tbrew her arma abont 
the dying husband, b« If to hold him back. 
He opened his e7«e and looked at her, then 
looked barond and smiled. 

"It Is JAua,'* he whispered. "Let me KO- 
but do not let Qod's work atop!" 

Ah, he waa glad to go! Then Death was 
BO terrible thing. It was Jesua hlnuMlf 
come to take to rest bte servant, bU 
loved one, whose work was flniahed. 

"Ah, Death, thou art no longer terrible 
to me. Tbou art no longer cruel. Thou 
art welcome. Oh, take me, too!" she cried. 

But In her heart sbe heard, "Not ret, mr 
daughter; tbj work 1b not yet Bnished. 
Thy little ones need thee, and there is 
much yet to be done for my dear children 
of Mexico!" 

That night, silently, there came Into 
the room, one by one, tliose whom he had 
lovedi; those for wbom he luid gladly left 
home and dear ones; ellentlT, one by one, 
they cams Into the room, till the room wss 
full. 

"We will stay with thee all through the 
night and watch with thee!" they said. 

"Oh,'' cried the woman In her heart, 
(1B9) 
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"can y» not leave me &]od«, alone with 
m; dead thlB lamt, last night— tbU la«t 
nlBhtt" 

Again tbere waa aa anewer, "Daugfater, 
thou mayst not be selflah, even In thjr srlof ! 
He wa« thein, aa veil as thine!" 

At midnight th« door opened Mftly, and 
two young man ateppad In, Auretlo and 
FrMerlco. Silently, thej atood and looked 
upon the face of him they loved. 

"We have journeyed all day and into 
the night that wa might see once more and 
speak to our much loved teacher. But we 
are too late!" 

Then It wa« Frederloo, the quiet one, 
who kneeled and prayed. 

"Great Qod, thou hant aeen Bt to take 
from na our well-loved taocbM'! He who 
taught ua the way to thee. He lived for 
ua; bis last thought was for ua, for Uexl- 

"Then, oh, Qod, wilt thou now teach 
uB, that we andi others, many oth«n, may 
take up the work he haa laid down; that 
we may carry It on, and on, and on, till 
all In our own dear Mexico may know and 
acknowledge Jeeua, Jeeue only, ae Savior; 
that Mexico may know no prleat, no Virgin, 
uo aolnt as mediator; hut Jesus Mily, and 
God, OS Father, above all." 
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